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RAZO RCAKE is a magazine dedicated to DIY punk, independent culture, and amplifying unheard 


voices. As a 501(c)(3) non-profit organization, we’re sustained by subscriptions, donations, advertisements, and 
grants. All support is greatly appreciated. We feel when we work together, life is a little more bearable. On one side 
is a terrifying culture of manipulation, and on the other side are all of us. 





Anyone has the potential to be a Razorcake contributor. If you don’t see or hear what you’d like covered, lend us a helping hand. 
If you’re knowledgeable about DIY punk, are open to the editing of your work, can meet deadlines, and follow instructions, we'll 
‘ consider your contribution. All creative content is done on a volunteer basis. Razorcake does not tolerate racist, sexist, homophobic, 
transphobic, or ableist bullshit—and we've held these ethics since our start in 2001. DIY punk can’t be fully captured, understood, 
or expressed by white men. Diversity makes us a better punk organization. We’re encouraging people who are marginalized—by 
ethnicity, gender, sexuality, class, and personal experience—to submit material to Razorcake. Let’s work with each other. 


RECENT ISSUES $3 each at razorcake.org/back-issues 
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#111, August / September 2019: Cristy C. Road, #114, February / March 2020: Iron Lung, Gross Polluter, #115, April / May 2020: Sunny War, Keith Morris, 
Spiritual Cramp, ABO Comix, and One Punk’s Guide Dialer, Apostasis, and Bad Breeding Notches, Antietam, and One Punk’s Guide to 
to the Dark Ages Climate Change 
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Although the world is full of suffering, 

it ts full of the overcoming of tt. 

YOLO. Love and Peace! 

With the biggest love, WORTHWHILE WAY 








Be Where You Can 


Nothing buckles this stony-eyed exterior like a genuine act of 
solidarity. If I see a group of people working together for the well- 
being of another, I immediately feel the sides of my eyes begin 
to moisten up and that empty, shaky feeling in my stomach. In a 
world that has been partitioned out and divided by national borders 
to property lines to mental barriers, when we’re able to see past 
these constructed obstructions and focus on the other actors in this 
global play, we not only see how minuscule our role is, but also how 
important we are, and how we’re all connected. 

The impact of an international health crisis will be measured by 
its damage. For some the human loss will be eclipsed by the monetary 
loss. For a few fuckheads, the human loss will be a footnote to their 
financial gains. But there is also the purely qualitative measure of 
community participation. Human connection and the building of 
cooperative relationships in the face of a global emergency. I’m not 
talking about those videos of people singing from their balconies in 
Italy, because all I could think about when I saw those is someone 
with a fucking fever in one of those other apartments wishing 
everyone would shut the fuck up. But here are two examples that 
continue to inspire me. 

We are witnessing the largest international collaboration of 
research in the history of the world. Scientists have completely 
shed nationalistic propriety and are working together in a way that’s 
never been seen before. I can’t imagine jingoism is a common trait 
in any researcher worth their weight in Pyrex, but if new lines of 
communication are being developed, new relationships being 
established, once this awful situation is behind us, this may lead to 
further scientific discoveries. Bust down those walls, share what ya 
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In the dark times 
Will there also 
be singing? 

Yes, there will 
also be singing. 
About the dark 
times. —Bertolt Brecht 
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got in the name of a more well-informed planet. No one is going to 
lose from that. 

Ona local note, a couple times a week I still walk to Razorcake | 
HQ to take care of stuff I can’t do from home. I walk past a local 
middle school which hosts a Grab-And-Go site. Every morning 
people line up in their cars and receive a bag of food from one of the 
dozen volunteers who are working there at any given time. This is 
not only for the kids who rely on school meal programs, but is open 
to “anyone who is hungry.” Little do these volunteers know that that 
64” goon walking on the other side of street is quietly tearing up 
and silently thanking them for their commitment to their community. 
I daydream about people who see each other every morning, their 
faces obscured by protective masks, but months later recognize each 
other’s eyes in the grocery store and embrace. I do a quick head 
count and have sworn to myself that if it ever looks like the number 
of volunteers are dwindling, I’ll sign up. 

By the time this is printed, processed, and delivered to you, these 
words could be totally obsolete. They could be trite and microscopic 
in their meaning, and realistically, I’m typing them without any 
certainty that they’ll be printed, processed, or delivered at all. But 
I can’t go through the day expecting the worse possible outcome. I 
can be prepared, I can follow the health guidelines, and I can operate 
with concern, but I’m not going to let apocalyptic levels of fear 
prevent me from doing this work. This is a truly tragic moment for 
the whole world; we need each other now more than ever. 


—Daryl 
04/03/2020 


THANK YOU: What does a goat, male porn star Cory Koons, feminist icon Gloria 
Steinem, definitely not Wonder Woman, but definitely Linda Carter, the dude from 
Smash Mouth, and dancer Anna Halprin have to do with Brontez Purnell? Plenty, 
but you'll have to read the interview to see how all those pieces fit thanks to 
James Spooner for the cover design and Amina Cruz for the photo; 600 meters of 
binocular social distance thanks to Bone Dust for Donna’s illo.; Nancy Drew, you 
solved the mystery of future Jim's imagination thanks to Bill Pinkel for the illo.; 
The class system is the true disease and proper handcart ergonomics thanks to 
Brad Beshaw for Sean’s illo.; We're gonna need a bigger ball of yarn to connect 
the dots on this corkboard of criminality thanks to Mitch Clem and Nation of 
Amanda for Narh’s illo; Commie Mommy keeping the Bitch Fight memories alive 
thanks to Shawn Lopez for Michelle's photo; Those curls! Those curls! Thanks 
to RoQue Torres for the PPP illo.; Admirable Bags impersonation, but the set 
list’s upside down thanks to Mrs. Hen for the Chicken photo of YKK; “Get over 
your punk damage. It's important” thanks to Michael T. Fournier, Deb Frazin, 
and Lauren Denitzio for the Erica Dawn Lyle interview, photos, and layout; 
On page 50, Roger Rogerson of the Circle Jerks is wearing a Peter Frampton 
ringer. Curious. Thanks to Martin Wong, Edward Colver, Wendy Lau, and Jessee 
Zeroxed for the Lisa Fancher interview, photos, and layout; On page 61, Brontez 
asks, “When was the last time you had watched fisting porn?” then Johnnie 
compares the practice to the Olympics thanks to Johnnie Jungleguts, Janelle 
Hessig, and Eric Baskauskas for the Brontez interview, photos, and layout; To 
live and play in L.A., where meeting people is easy and winning over crowds is 
a little harder thanks to Kevin Dunn, Adjenai Worrell, Sasha Loobkoff, Samuel 
Lindley, and Haley Riley for The Pretty Flowers interview, photos, and layout; 
Portrait of an aging punk artist in a world of their own making thanks to Rick V., 
Tristan D’Aperture, Becca Antolik, Natalja Kent, and Dylan Davis for the Nate 
Powell interview. 


“Have you ever wondered what suburban decay and late stage capitalism 
sounds like? It's Gross Polluter... the soundtrack to this soft launch apocalypse 
that we are wandering through.” —7y Stranglehold, The People Get... What 
the People Get LP. Thanks to 116’s rotation of music, zine, and book reviewers: 
Donna Ramone, Chad Williams, Liz Jones, Steve Adamyk, Theresa W., The Lord 
Kveldulfr, Gwen Static, Keith Rosson, Jimmy Alvarado, Matt Average, Craven 
Rock, Rich Cocksedge, Sean Koepenick, Norb, Kurt Morris, Mike Frame, Lorien 
Lamarr, Matt Werts, Juan Espinosa, Mark Twistworthy, Ryan Nichols, Michael 
T, Fournier, Art Ettinger, Kayla Greet, Billups Allen, Emily T., Chris Terry, jimmy 
cooper, Jim Woster, Buddha, Rick V., and Paul J. Comeau. 


EVERY PUNK DESERVES A FREE RAZORCAKE! 


Sponsor a spot to get free Razorcakes to give away. A $150 donation 
will get them 25 copies of every issue for an entire year. 

Get a tax-deductible receipt and help keep print punk zines alive! 
Razorcake.org/donate 
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CHICAGO TRIO PRIMITIVE TEETH MAY 
PLAY A CLASSIC STYLE OF PUNK 
(STRAIGHTFORWARD AND ACCESSIBLE, 
WITH A DARK EDGE AND A LITTLE BIT 
OF SWAGGER), BUT THEIR SUBJECT 
MATTER FEELS UTTERLY OF OUR TIME. 
-BANDCAMP DAILY 
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It was inevitable, but someone in the 
group chat sent everyone some complete 
medical bullshit about the pandemic. It was 
some dangerous, stupid advice and I was 
terrified one of my friends would attempt 
them. I explained how drinking hot liquids 
every twenty minutes will not wash viruses 
in your mouth into your stomach where 
stomach acid will burn them up. I let them 
know gargling salt water isn’t a cure-all 
antiseptic. The UV light from the sun does 
not kill the COVID-19 virus on clothing or 
surfaces. Not to mention, viruses can still 
pass through cotton masks, they only prevent 
up to three to ten percent of particles, and 
do not make you immune (and if you have a 
stash of N95-rated disposable masks please 
donate them to your local hospital that 
desperately needs them right now). It’s been 
weeks and the person who originally posted 
that “medical advice” hasn’t spoken to me. 
Am | the asshole? Fuck no, I’m not. 

Washing your hands, not touching your 
face, and not interacting with other humans 
is all we have to do. Hygiene and quarantine. 
That’s it. There’s no magic bullet to defeating 
a pandemic (like a drug for malaria) and 
there’s no secret way for us to be one-hundred- 
percent immune to catching it (except maybe 
going full Howard Hughes). Biology class 
definitely covered this, but if you are like 
me, alcohol consumption in your twenties 
destroyed those memories (but somehow 
kept the ones where you saw Lower Class 
Brats play a parking lot in San Bernardino. 
The human brain is truly a marvel). 

The way viruses work, be it the common 
cold, HIV, or Ebola, is by using our body’s cells 
as hosts. Viruses are thousands of times tinier 
than cells, allowing them to attach themselves 
to a host cell, inject genetic instructions 
to make more viruses, and then those new 
viruses burst out of the host cell to go infect 
other cells. What ultimately defeats the virus 
is your immune system. Viruses can only gain 
access to the type of body cells that can act as 
hosts through openings like your nose, mouth, 
or breaks in skin. The COVID-19 virus has a 
lipid membrane which surrounds it, and it’s 
this membrane that hand sanitizers and soap 
dissolves, killing the virus before it can attach 
itself to a host cell. Hot soup or vinegar in your 
mouth will not dissolve the membrane, or stop 
it from attaching to a host cell. That’s because 
viruses work fast, are incredibly small, and it’s 
probably in your nose anyhow. 

My job, which is kind of my life, is 
centered around how information works, how 


to organize it, what makes it good and bad, 
how people can access it, and everything else 
you can imagine that involves information. 
General title for this work is “librarian,” or 
“information scientist” if you’re fancy. My 
specific realm is within a medical library. I 
knew exactly where to go to find solid, proven 
information and I know exactly why that 
information is solid and proven. I teach a class 
to first-year college students on information 
literacy, and one of my lectures is on how to 
spot bullshit. My colleague and I developed a 
simple way to teach students how to properly 
critique the information they encounter every 
day, when researching for a project or seeing 
an ad on Instagram. We should all hone this 
skill, especially during times like these. 

Presented here, and with a lot more 
swear words, is my landmark contribution to 
information science: “THESE 4 EASY* STEPS 
WILL ALWAYS** PROVE SOMETHING IS 
TRUE” *They’re kind of easy-ish. **There 
is no way of knowing if everything is actually 
100% true, sorry. 


So you’ve run into some information— 
congratulations! Your brain can process 
and interpret signals from your five senses. 
In 2020, it is an incredible time to be alive. 
Along with physical information we can 
experience, and written information that was 
recorded and bound together, we now have 
digital information. Digital information is 
easy to produce, easier to share, and nearly 
all of us are creating digital information 
constantly. Because this information is 
generated by humans, however, it is subject 
to human flaws. That means everything on 
the bias spectrum—from racism, greed, 
and narcissism, to sincere misinterpretation 
and mistakes—can end up folded into the 
information we encounter every day. Which 
is why I developed these four easy* steps to 
help anyone always** know if something 
you saw online is true. 


1. Was It Fact Checked Already? 


There are many credible websites and 
agencies out there that professionally fact 
check information. PolitiFact covers political 
news and social media claims (mighty handy 
when the November 2020 election comes 
around). Snopes has been covering urban 
legends and general internet rumormongering 
since 1994, and are still a fantastic resource 
for fact checking and entertainment (trending 


We will 
defeat this. 


stories now are that Nostradamus, Sylvia 
Browne, Dean Koontz, and The Simpsons 
all predicted the COVID-19 pandemic—hot 
damn). Wikipedia is, by all means, a solid 
source of information (just be careful to 
check some of the sources). Or just do a web 
search for “coronavirus doomsday asteroid 
hoax” to see if someone has debunked it. If 
someone credible has proven the information 
is true (or false) then you may be finished 
with an answer already. If you still aren’t 
sure, or don’t trust the sources you’re getting 
answers from, try step two. 


2. Find the Original Source 


Most information we encounter online is 
not going to be original. Someone made that 
meme, someone said that quote, someone 
conducted that research—but the person we are 
getting the information from is just presenting 
or reporting on it. Get out there and find the 
origin and see what is being said yourself. If 
it says, “a study conducted found drinking 
alcohol severely impacts getting good boners” 
then go out there and find that study and read 
it. If someone claims Trump said, “coronavirus 
is a hoax” then go find that speech and read 
it yourself. (For the record, during a rally 
on March 2, 2020, he said the Democrats 
criticizing his response to coronavirus was 
“their new hoax,” akin to the Russian election 
interference impeachment “hoax,” and he did 
an amazing job of containing the disease early, 
saying that it’s no worse than the seasonal flu.) 
If you can’t find the original source, that’s a big 
red flag. And if you do find the source, and it’s 
the Weekly World News, then maybe it’s best to 
not trust it. If you have no idea if you can trust 
the source, then go ahead and keep digging. 


3. Read Laterally 
(Who is the original source?) 


When you find the original information, 
it’s also wise to check to see if the original 
author is trustworthy. Read “About Us” 
sections, do searches to see if they’re experts 
in their field, or see if they are funded by 
someone shady. If they’re giving medical 
advice and say they’re a “doctor,” make sure 
they’re an M.D., and not a Ph.D. in Thomas 
Pynchon books (as cool as that is, Sean). If 
they are an M.D. and telling your mom to buy 
their patented wrinkle cream, like Dr. Oz for 
example, maybe see if they are also a snake 





BONE DUST | @BON3DUST 


Washing your hands, not touching your 
face, and not interacting with other humans 
is all we have to do. Hygiene and quarantine. 


oil-selling piece of shit. (Alongside Lou 
fucking Ferrigno the guy who played the Hulk 
in The Incredible Hulk on the ’70s TV show, 
I just discovered, was appointed by Trump to 
the Council on Sports, Fitness, and Nutrition. 
I swear to god this is true.) See if a study on 
opioids was also funded by a pharmaceutical 
company that produces opioids. Or if a news 
agency is only reporting on the economic 
effects of coronavirus and insisting people 
get back to work, maybe check and see if 
it’s owned by Rupert Murdoch or Sinclair 
Broadcasting Group, with a corrupt political 
agenda/morals and ethics. What is the bottom 
line purpose of the author? Are they trying 
to inform the public? Or make money, push 
their own agenda, or gain fame? Always ask 
these questions. 


4. Circle Back and Repeat 


It’s easy to go out digging for good 
information, fall down the rabbit hole, and 
get lost in the cacophony of what’s out there. 
Yet, that never means time was wasted. You 
still absorbed a lot of information on the way 


which further develops your ability to spot 
bullshit on the internet. If you don’t find a 
solid answer about whether something is 
true or false, try these steps again but with 
the new knowledge you’ve gained. Change 
up the keywords you’ve been using to search 
for information and seek alternative sources. 
If you’re really into it, go to the library or 
give me a call. After practice, this will get so 
much easier and faster, I promise. If you hit 
a wall because you just cannot find anything, 
that’s usually because it’s false. If no one else 
is making these claims, or if the only people 
picking up the story are a circle jerk of the same 
sketchy sites, then it probably isn’t true. If you 
can’t find anything plausible that supports the 
claim, then maybe it’s not supportable. 


When this column comes out, I have 
no idea what the world will be like. It’s 
harrowing to not know how the next day will 
play out. Jobs are lost, social connections are 
cut, and all we are left with is the terror of 
an invisible threat that has invaded our every 
waking moment. The anxiety and stress is 
oppressive, and as of writing, the future is 
bleak, alarming, and unwritten. I understand 


fear is exactly why misinformation spreads 
so rapidly. Having something new to help 
protect us feels really comforting and 
harmless. But it’s also dangerous as hell, 
and people have died from coronavirus 
misinformation already. 

Instead of random internet information, 
focus on community information. Be aware 
of what is happening at your local hospital, 
follow infection numbers, and learn how 
epidemiologists and statisticians determined 
the infection rate and how they believe it will 
play out. Listen to science podcasts. Learn 
ways to help those around you. Learn how 
your immune system works. Call out the 
bullshit when you see it. 

This is scary shit. It feels too simple, 
washing our hands and staying home. But 
teaching myself about viruses made it less 
complex. Demanding we stay home and 
clean everything feels revolutionary. It made 
the act of social distancing definitive and 
necessary. It made it true. And if we know 
what is true, and real, then we know how to 
defeat it. We will defeat this. 


—Donna Ramone & 
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I didn’t have 
a vocabulary 
for pain. 


The Mystery of the Bloody Hip 


How Nancy Drew got me through a time of uncertainty 


When I was in the sixth grade, I came 
down with a mysterious illness. : 

I went to bed on a Monday feeling stiff 
and sore and woke up the following morning 
_ with shooting pains in my right leg. The pain 
radiated outward from my groin in spasmodic 
waves of agony. 

I couldn’t walk. I couldn’t move. All I 
could do was lie perfectly still. 

My mother told me to get dressed, and 
she would take me to the hospital. I didn’t 
want to go, but I knew something was 
seriously wrong with, me. Pain like that 
wasn’t normal. 

I had to get out of bed and put on some 
clothes. These were things I thought I 
could manage. 

Putting on a pair of jeans turned out to 
be excruciating, perhaps the most agonizing 
thing I could have done. 

You think of putting on a pair of pants as a 
thing, when in fact it is a process. It involves 
a complicated sequence of movements that 
requires twisting and turning and shifting 
and squirming. 

Each one of these motions, no matter 
how miniscule, sent new shockwaves of 
pain down my leg so intense they took my 
breath away. : 

I was not a complainer. I was a shy, stoic 
kid who didn’t cause problems or make waves. 
I hated being the center of attention and was 
mortified to be seen in my underwear, even 
by my own parents and siblings. 

But I couldn’t do it. 

I couldn’t put on my own pants. 

I collapsed on the bedroom floor in tears. 


RK 


What is pain? 

Where does it come from? 

Why do different people experience it 
differently? 

Why are some experiences of pain so 
totalizing that it can wipe out every other 
sensory impression? 

Can one get used to pain; learn to live 
with it like an unwanted roommate? 

My siblings had broken bones. My father 
had debilitating back pain. My mother had 
various aches and pains that she gave voice 
to on a regular basis. As a registered nurse, 
she made no secret of her symptoms. 


But at eleven years of age, I didn’t have a 
vocabulary for pain. 
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My mother took me to the naval hospital 
in Bethesda, Md. My doctor’s name was 
Labow. I remember this because during 
one of his many examinations he stuck his 
finger up my ass and that’s not the kind of 
thing you forget. 

But I digress. 

X-rays were taken of my lower extremities 
that revealed interior bleeding in my groin. 
My hip socket was full of blood. That, 
however, is a symptom, not a diagnosis. 

The doctors tried to determine the 
source of the bleeding, the reason for my 
discomfort. They ran all kinds of tests but 
they all came back inconclusive. No one 
could figure out why I was bleeding. It— 
ergo I—was a mystery. 

They admitted me to the hospital. It 
was imperative, they said, that I stay off 
my feet. To ensure that J didn’t put any 
pressure on my hip, the doctors put me 
in traction. If you’ve ever seen a cartoon 
of someone in a body cast attached to a 
network of weights, ropes, and pulleys, 
that’s traction. 

The doctors and nurses fitted braces to 
both of my legs. Then they attached weights 
to the end of those braces. This was painless, 
but uncomfortable. It was like lying in bed 
in ski boots, which made it very difficult to 
sleep. Plus, the braces itched. 

That first day in the hospital I was 
secretly happy. It turns out I liked being the 
center of attention when all I had to do was 
lie there and groan. The doctors told me I 
was brave, and I liked that too. 

After all, my body was the battleground 
for some kind of rare and mysterious ailment, 
and I was taking it like a champ. 

I was like one of those child saints, 
right before the stigmata starts, braving my 
tribulations like a tough little martyr. 

Then the doctors went home. The nurses 
changed shifts. As my mom got ready to 
leave, it dawned on me that I would have to 
get through the night alone. 

She kissed me goodbye. The nurses shut 
off the lights. My head filled with the ghostly 
murmuring of the deserted hallways, and a 


new sensation took hold, a sensation that 
made the pain seem not so bad. 
Its name was terror. 
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It wasn’t all bad, especially during the day. 

I liked the food. I was a skinny kid with 
a big appetite. In our house you ate what 
was served and if you didn’t like it, you did 
without. Everyone knew this and it always 
seemed like there was never enough. I 
enjoyed checking off the boxes on the menu 
request sheet for the things I wanted to eat. 

I liked watching whatever I wanted 
on TV. In our family of six, this was a 
true luxury. 

And I read a lot of books. I remember 
one sci-fi story where a boy interacts with a 
Martian. The Martian was confused by this 
term, which baffled me. How could a Martian 
not know it was a Martian? 

The Martians had their own name for 
themselves. This lesson in colonial oppression 
blew my tiny little mind. 

I even made a few friends in the hospital. 
In between visiting hours and lights out, we 
would have wheelchair races up and down the 
hallways, a sport I pursued with such vigor it 
left bruises on the insides of my arms. 

But every night when the lights switched 
off the terror returned. 

What was the matter with me? Were they 
ever going to find out what was wrong? Was I 
going to spend the rest of my life in a hospital 
bed. hooked up to a medieval torture device? 
Was this what the rest of my life would be like? 

It would be one thing if the doctors could 
tell me what was wrong with me, but they 
couldn’t. This could only mean one thing: I 
was going to die. 

One night turned into two, which turned 
into three. Then four and five and six. Pretty 
soon, I figured, they would be holding 
telethons in my honor. I’d be the kid with the 
bleeding hip disease. 

JRS. Jim Ruland Syndrome. 

Nice kid, a little weird, but too bad we 
couldn’t save him. 


aK 


After a week they sent me home. 
Even though they still didn’t know what 
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Every night when the lights 
switched off tbhe terror returned. 


was wrong with me and the pain was as bad 
as ever, the doctors decided to let me go 
home. They prescribed a month of bed rest 
and wheeled my little ass off the ward. 

I had mixed feelings about this. I liked 
my special status at the hospital, the kid with 
the case that stumped the doctors. At home I 
would be a nuisance, a bother, a problem. 

My parents set up my bed in the 
family room in front of the TV. That’s 
where I took my meals and spent my days, 
watching television. 

My life significantly improved when 
a family friend brought me cardboard box 
full of the original Nancy Drew mysteries. I 
started with The Secret of the Old Clock and 
moved on to The Hidden Staircase. By the 
time I got to The Secret of Shadow Ranch, | 
was hooked. 

They were all essentially the same. 
Straight up Scooby Doo but without the 
hijinks, though I never stopped worrying 
about Nancy 

No matter how strange the situation 
was, Nancy seldom lost sight of the fact that 
there was a rational explanation for what was 
going on around her. 

Reader, I devoured them all. 


While I was inside those books, I felt no 
pain, no terror. I was transported to River 
Heights where my friend Nancy solved 
crimes that no one else could solve. 

She was a soothing presence in my 
imagination. I was convinced that if Nancy 
Drew could look at my charts, hear my 
history, she would be able solve The Mystery 
of the Bloody Hip. 

Those books were a kind of balm. The 
night terrors went away and the pain began 
to recede. 

Soon I was able to move around a little 
bit. I could go to the bathroom or the kitchen 
without the aid of my crutches. I was able to 
face the fact that whatever was wrong with 
me wasn’t going to end me, and it certainly 
didn’t define me. 

But that was up to me. 
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They never did find out what was wrong 
with me. 

The blood drained out of my hip, 
sucked back into the secret reservoir from 
whence it came. The pain went away and 
never came back. 


I returned to school and my classmates 
asked me what happened. I shrugged and told 
them it was a mystery. 

But I know what really happened. Nancy 
Drew helped me grow the fuck up. 

When my mysterious illness began, I was 
a child, but when it left me I was a different 
person, someone a little further down the 
road to being an adult. 

1 had seen and experienced things I 
didn’t understand, and I was still here, still 
struggling to make sense of it all. A little less 
reticent, less fearful, less shy, but here. 

I was more willing to engage the world 
on my own terms. I was-no longer a kid 
to whom things happened, but an active 
participant, someone who played a part in 
my own destiny. 

The mystery still lives in me. 

Like a joke without a punch line. 

A lock without a key. 

Whenever I’m faced with a problem all 
I have to do is call the detective I call my 
imagination and begin to work the case. 


—Jim Ruland & 
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We Didnt Come Here to 


At first listen, the Copyrights sound 
like a standard pop punk band. Take one of 
their earliest songs, “Button Smasher.” It’s 
a three-chord, I-IV-V song. The guitars are 
all distortion. The bass player hammers root 
notes. The drummer plays a beat that my 
drum machine calls “Punk 2.” The harmonies 
would fit on any No Use For A Name record. 
If you think about the title for half a second, 
you realize the lyrics are about playing video 
games. There’s a little twist to the lyrics 
because the “button smasher” is a girl who’s 
kicking all the guys’ asses at the video game. 
Still, it’s the song you could learn to write on 
your first day of Punk Rock 101 class. _ 

I still love it. I know it’s a formula that 
bands have been repeating since that first 
Ramones album. But as far as song formulas 
go, it’s my favorite. And the early Copyrights 
releases play the formula really well. I liked 
their first album enough to buy the Button 
Smasher 7’. 1 liked that enough to buy their 
second record, Mutiny Pop. And that’s where 
things really took a turn for the better. 

The album starts with a song that screams, 
“We are the cashiers. We’ re the delivery boys. 
We’re not ashamed... We got a life and we 
live it.” Something so simple, but something 
that every working class person knows: that 
feeling like you’re supposed to apologize 
for your job and your socioeconomic status, 
the release that comes when you decide to 
be proud instead of ashamed. The music 
becomes a little more sophisticated. There 
are actual bass runs, tempo changes, a second 
guitar used to good effect. Then the song, 
“This Ain’t Broadway” hits you. It’s about a 
guy fed up with a poser in a dive bar. The 
poser makes him think of work, which makes 
him think of his lack of healthcare, which will 
lead to an inevitable downfall and ending in 
a grave “dug by a guy just like me.” I think 
every working class person doesn’t want to 
relate to this song as much as we do. 


I’m thinking of the Copyrights as I 
write this column because every column we 
write for Razorcake is a little time capsule. 
Somewhere between six and twelve weeks 
pass from when I write this to when you read 
it. And I’m writing at a time when six-to- 
twelve weeks is a lot more unpredictable than 
usual. Right now for me, everyone is thinking 
about a pandemic. We don’t know how this is 
going to turn out. Right now for you, time has 
answered a lot of questions that I still have. 


On the day before California decided 
to get serious about the coronavirus, I 
woke up with a fever. I had a train ticket 
to go to San Diego that morning. I started 
to shrug off the fever, ate breakfast, got in 
my car, and drove to the Amtrak station. 
The fever was getting worse. I stood on the 
platform several feet away from everyone 
else. I thought to myself, I don’t think I 
have the coronavirus, but I might. I looked 
at a couple easily in their eighties. They 
appeared really excited about either the trip 
they were about to take or the vacation they 
were wrapping up. I couldn’t bring myself 
to get on a train with them. I waited until 
everyone boarded, then went to the ticket 
office and asked for a refund. The guy at 
the counter—on the other side of a glass 
partition—hooked me up. 

Because my wife works at a prison and 
because we live in two towns, I decided 
that I’d ride the fever out in the town where 
my wife wasn’t. I didn’t want her getting 
sick, either. I also couldn’t imagine getting 
everyone at her prison sick. So I went to 
my apartment and slept off the fever. When 
I was asymptomatic, I went back home. 
I’m pretty sure I just had the flu, but. not 
taking any chances was easy for me. I’m 


a university professor on sabbatical. I: 


didn’t have a job I had to go into. I had an 
extra home to sleep off the flu. Unless I 
do something almost unimaginably awful 
or unless society as we know it crumbles, 
I can count on a paycheck from the state 
from now until I die. I even have really 
good health insurance. 

But, fuck, I still remember those 
precarious days, the days when I felt like 
the narrator in the Copyrights song. I 
remember waiting tables on a day when I 
had food poisoning. One particular table was 
taking forever giving me their order and my 
bowels had started their countdown. I was 
recommending hamburgers while praying in 
my head to a god I didn’t believe in, “Please, 
please don’t let me shit myself right here.” 
I remember being a framing carpenter and 
accidentally shooting a twelve-penny nail 
into my foot, I pried it out with the claw of my 
hammer and kept working. I even remember, 
once as an adjunct professor, I got strep 
throat and had no money to go to a doctor for 
an antibiotic. I kept teaching until my throat 
swelled up to the point where words couldn’t 
pass through my voice box. 


Sick lives and 
Shit jobs. 


ie 
So, when this virus hit, my first thoughts 


went out to all the people who are still in the 
place I was in for my first thirty-five years. 


On their split with the Dopamines, the 
Copyrights have a song called, “Grown Folks 
Business.” The first verse asks, “How many 
times can I write the same song about my 
sick life and my shit job?” It’s a fair question. 
So many of their songs are about exactly 
this. Pile on the songs from the other bands 
members of the Copyrights are in—Dear 
Landlord, Hospital Job, Starter Jackets—and 
there’s a library full of songs about sick lives 
and shit jobs. 

I get it. The first thing I published was 
a short story about working class punks 
on a road trip. That was 1990. I spent 
seventeen years working construction. I’ve 
now spent thirty years writing about it. The 
Copyrights spend the last third of “Grown 
Folks Business” harmonizing, “Tell me 
something that I’ve never heard before. Tell 
me something new.” How do we do that? 
Especially now, when everyone is talking 
talking talking through so many mediums, 
when information overwhelms us, what are 
we ignoring in all the clutter? 

At least right now, at least from where 
I’m sitting, what we’re not talking about 
enough is how COVID-19 is the virus, 
but our economic and class system is the 
disease. For several years, I worked on a 
research project that centered around global 
economic systems. A lot of the theorists 
I studied observed that, while the whole 
world was poised for a pandemic, the United 
States, because of our economic and class 
system, was more vulnerable than any other 
advanced economy. Part of the reason for 
this is obvious to all of us. We have the best 
healthcare system in the world for rich people, 
a middling healthcare system for many of 
our white collar workers, and a healthcare 
system that tells everyone who’s not either 
rich or lucky to fuck off and die. The rich 
mean the “die” part literally. When you have 
a virus that doesn’t obey class stratification, 
it’s going to overwhelm a system like that. 

The bigger problem is the precarity of 
our working class. We have unemployment 
insurance. It’s not much, but it helps when 
you’re unemployed. But we also have a 
growing number of people who “work for 
themselves”—who are temps, part of a 
“gig economy,” freelancers, “independent 
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COVID-19 is the virus, but our economic 
and class system is the disease. 


contractors,” whatever the term is for those 
who can get fired at any time and not get 
unemployment. We have an overwhelming 
number of workers who have no paid 
vacation, no paid sick leave, no health 
insurance, and work for below a living wage. 
Of course theyll go to work when they’re 
sick. I would, too. It was easy for me to ride 
out a fever on my own. I have a paycheck 
coming in either way. I have sick leave that 
I didn’t have to use because I’m eligible for 
a four-month sabbatical every seven years, 
and I was on that when the flu hit. My job is 
protected by both tenure and a union. 

Everyone should have that. 

Instead, we’re the richest country in 
the history of the world, and most of the 
people living here are either two months 
or one serious illness away from financial 
ruin. And we live in a political climate 
where questioning this fucked up system 
is considered “radical.” If one good thing 
can come from this novel virus, it would be 


secure employment with paid vacation and 
sick leave. After all, the countries which have 
that were able to deal with the pandemic way 
better than the U.S. could. 


But that’s not all. I want to visit one more 
Copyrights song. On their most recent album, 
Report, they have a song called, “This World 
Is Such a Drag.” It begins, “Running after 
carrots on a stick. One day you finally catch 
up to it, and it tastes just like a carrot.” This 
song came out about a year into my job as a 
tenure-track professor. I’d been working for a 
decade to get this position. I’d earned a Ph.D. 
I’d jumped through hoops and struggled and 
overcome challenges I didn’t think I could 
overcome. And I got what I was killing 
myself to get. I chased down the carrot on the 
stick. I caught it. It was a fucking carrot. 

Like carrots, the job is pretty good. I 
love the teaching and research aspect. That’s 
worthwhile and socially useful. What I hate 
are all the meetings, the forms, the emails, 


the reports, anything that’s tied to the word 
“accountability.” It all feels so pointless. 
Anthropologist David Graeber wrote 
an amazing book called Bullshit Jobs. I 
recommend it to everyone. His main point is 
that the majority of the white collar workforce 
spends the majority of their time doing work 
that doesn’t need to be done. I get that, too. 
Outside of the teaching and research, I think 
everything I do for work is pointless. White 
collar workers who are telecommuting are 
living this reality. They’re learning that 
the world works just as well when they’re 
watching TV or playing guitar as it does 
when they answer emails and go to meetings. 
The absurdity of so much wasted labor is 
becoming salient. In the meantime, the people 
the Copyrights sang about in “Cashiers”—the 
janitors, the delivery boys, the cashiers—are 
keeping our society running. 


—Sean Carswell & 
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This is what living in 
America during COVID- 
19 was really like. 


Assuming that some copies of Razorcake 
from this era escape the ingnominious fate 


of being marshaled into service as 
makeshift toilet paper during the great 
TP Panic of 2020, and are used by future 
generations as insights into the prevailing 
human condition during this time of strife, 
this is what living in America during 
COVID-19 was really like: 


Hello. I am a_ well-known media 
personality, and I would like to take this 
opportunity to talk to you all about COVID- 
19, or, as I believe it should be called, “The 
Chinese Virus,” because I totally, totally go 
out of my way to call the Swine Flu “the 
American Flu.” Don’t you? Of course you 
do! You are a big, brave American! You go 
watch the Chinese Fireworks on Independence 
Day, then go shoot your bullets full of 
Chinese Gunpowder! As do we all! Except 
for those people who are not like us! Who we 
hate! It’s great to see us all coming together 
as Americans like this! It’ll be even greater 
when we crush those dildos in November! 
Like I said, we’re all in this together! 
Partisanship has no place in this near-Utopia! 
One for all, and all for one! Just wait ’til we 
make those simpering twits cry in November! 
We shall crush them utterly! We'll steamroll 
them, they’ll eat our poop! One America, 
strong against all threats! Which is why we 
need borders! To keep the foreign influence 
out! We don’t need them at all! It’s us against 
the world! America! An independent bulwark 
of independent independence that can stand 
on its own two feet, with no help from foreign 
powers whatsoever! We need no help! Forget 
it, brother, you can go it alone! Now what the 
hell is keeping those planeloads of medical 
supplies from China we so desperately need? 
Millions will die without them! Actually only 
like five people have it. It’s all a big fat hoax! 
No one has it! But everybody stay in your 
homes until April 30! I don’t know why, I 
just think you need to clean more! Don’t 
worry about the virus! It’s going to go away, 
like a miracle! The National Enquirer is 
paying it off as we speak! There is no need 
for concern! Don’t be desperate! Why isn’t 
GM making the ventilators we so desperately 
need? Zillions will die if we don’t get those 
ventilators! I don’t know how many 
ventilators! Like: two or three! Or thirty 
thousand! They totally don’t need thirty 
thousand ventilators!) WHERE ARE MY 
THIRTY THOUSAND VENTILATORS? 
We only need like two. We have it totally 


under control! I have a good feeling about 
this! I really get this! I really do! Wherever I 
go, people ask how I can know so much 
about such things! I think “coronavirus” is 
spelled “caronavirus,” but so do many of our 
great scientists! Wherever I go, people ask 
how I can know so much about spelling! It’s 
because I’m nota socialist fraud! It’s America 
vs. the socialist frauds this November! 
Americans believe in free enterprise! 
Americans believe that the marketplace 
should pick its own winners and losers, not 
the government! Americans believe in 
freedom from the onerous spiritual burden 
that the government providing. necessary 
goods and services would provide! By the 
way, here is two trillion dollars! My name 
will be on the checks, so you can all bear 
witness to my awesome crushing ofsocialism! 
Now everybody get back to work! And 
everybody stay in their house until April 30! 
Can you believe these people who want you 
to stay in your house until April 30? What are 
they thinking? What a bunch of jerks! 
Everybody stay in your house until April 30! 


‘This is totally my idea to tell you to stay in 


your house until April 30! Can you believe 
those people who want you to stay in your 
house until April 30? They are our blood 
enemies! There’s no place for them in our 
America! Shun and deride them! Whack 
them with oversized cartoon mallets! Pelt 
them with rocks and garbage! Stay in your 
house until April 30! I am a decisive leader! 
Open up the country by Easter! Stay in your 
house until April 30! I am_ leadership 
incarnate! Have you seen my ratings? My 
ratings are going up, up, up, UP! That’s 
because I knew that this big fat hoax that 
isn’t any worse than the flu was a pandemic, 
before even our mighty scientists knew it 
was a pandemic! That’s because we are rated 
number one for testing, in the world! Which 
is why we don’t want to test anybody, because 
that will bring our numbers up! Because 


anyone who wants a test gets a test! Because © 


we only have like five people infected! 
Which is why [ must close the borders of 
New York, New Jersey, and Connecticut, 
with their fifty thousand cases! Because the 
hospitals are totally not the warzones the 
media has led you to believe! They don’t 
need all those ventilators! They don’t need 
all those masks! They don’t need all those 
gloves! Which is why we need to close the 
borders! Which is why we need borders! 


Wait, I got it all figured out, we’re gonna 
have Mexico pay for our ventilators! WHERE 
ARE MY VENTILATORS FROM GM 
THAT I DID NOT ASK FOR YET??? These 
people are crazy! Totally unhinged! Stay in 
your houses until April 30! Pack the churches! 
My unwavering leadership will see us 
through this crisis! Which is a total hoax! 
Everybody go outside and lick each other! 
Stay in your houses! My greatness is 
unquestioned! My $1200 socialism checks 
are gonna be twice as big as George W. 
Bush’s $600 socialism checks! That’s because 
he’s a socialist fraud! Only you can help us 
crush the socialists this November! Stand 
strong against the evils of crazy loony-tune 
socialism! Here is $1200 from the 
government! Did you see my name on the 
check? My name is on the check! I like 
signing away other people’s money! I’m the 
best at it! My ratings are going up, up, up, 
UP! Stock market starting to look very good 
to me! JESUS GOD SOMEONE GIVE 
THESE COMPANIES FIFTY BILLION 
DOLLARS, STAT! I said “stat,” did you hear 
that? That’s a medical expression! I know 
more about the medical profession than our 
medical professionals do! I have a natural 
talent for these things! Many people wonder 
how I know so much about the medical 
profession! I mean, thanks to me, we have it 
totally under control! It was just one person 
coming in from China! It’s going to be just 
fine! We pretty much shut it down coming in 
from China! It’s pretty much under control in 
the USA! We’re very close to a vaccine! 
We’re going very substantially down, not up! 
One day it’s like a miracle, it will disappear! 
A lot of things are happening, a lot of very 
exciting things are happening and they’re 
happening very rapidly! If we have thousands 
or hundreds of thousands of people that get 
better just by, you know, sitting around and 
even going to work—some of them go to 
work, but they get better! I never said that 
people who are feeling sick should go to 
work! Anybody who needs a test gets a test! 
And the tests are beautiful! They are perfect! 
I have a natural ability! We have a perfectly 
coordinated and fine-tuned plan for our attack 
on the coronavirus! Don’t sweat it! I am 
declaring a national emergency! This is all a 
hoax! Stay at home! Go out! I thought of all 
of this myself! I have a natural ability! My 
ratings are going up, up, up, UP! This is a 
total hoax! I always knew it would be a 


pandemic! What about that stock market? 
Everyone get back to work! Cancel Record 
Store Day! Hey, did you hear what’s going to 
be released this Record Store Day? A LIVE 
RAMONES ALBUM! | know, right? What 
DARING! What BRILLIANCE! What 
FORESIGHT! How UNEXPECTED! How 
UNPREDICTABLE! How UNFORESEEN! 
Why had no one thought of this previously? 
Only I could have thought of releasing a 
Ramones live album on Record Store Day! It 
was totally my idea! I know more about the 
Ramones than our generals! I know more 
about the Ramones than Designated Dale! I 
have a natural ability! Everyone stay in your 
house until April 30! Real people want to end 
this cockamamie social distancing right now! 
How dare they tell us to stay in our house 
until April 30? They can’t tell us what to do! 
They’re not the boss of us! Everybody totally 
don’t stay in your house until April 30! I 
thought of this all myself! Stay in your house 
until April 30! J am brilliant and magnanimous 
and have totally thought of this myself, too! 
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MITCH CLEM AND AMANDA KIRK | @MITCHCLEMCOMIX AND @NATIONOFAMANDA 


All day long, every day. Seriously. 


Everybody get tested! Don’t get tested! 
Invest in the stock market! The stock market 
is doing great! The stock market is doing 
terrible! The stock market needs me to give 
them fifty billion dollars! The stock market is 
doing great! The stock market is doing great 
because of ME and ME ALONE! I take the 
blame when the stock market does poorly, 
so I get the glory when the stock market is 
doing well! The stock market is doing 
poorly! That must be because of other 
people! Totally not me! I give myself a ten 
out of ten! I must give them fifty billion 
dollars! It’s America vs. the Socialist 
Frauds! Stock market looking pretty good to 
me! Warm weather will stop the coronavirus! 
I have a hunch! Science is bullshit! I have a 
natural talent for science! | am America’s 
greatest scientist! Science is a bunch of 
crap! Everybody go outside and French kiss 
some random dude! Everybody suck the 
boogers out of the nose of the person to your 
left! I have a natural ability! Stay in your 
house! I’ve been saying that all along! 


WHERE ARE- MY VERY MANY 
VENTILATORS??? We totally don’t need 
any ventilators!) WHERE ARE MY 
VENTILATORS??? Everybody get back to 
work! Nobody go to work! My leadership is 
steadfast and impeccable! We will crush the 
socialist frauds in November! Partisanship 
has no place here! Pray for my re-election! 
Have you seen my ratings? I urgently need 
your contribution of $35 or more! The odds 
are stacked against me and I need your 
money! I’m totally rich! Have you seen my 
ratings? Everybody loves me! This is all a 
big, fat hoax! Only my genius stands 
between the nation and certain death at the 
hands of this unstoppable pandemic! We 
have it almost totally under control! l HAVE 
A NATURAL ABILITY I TELL YOU!!! 


...that is what it was like, all day long, 
every day. Seriously. 


Love, 
Nerb 
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Punk Prepared Me for 


The ice age is coming, the sun is zooming in 
Meltdown expected, the wheat is growin’ thin 
Engines stop running, but I have no fear 

‘Cause London is drowning, and I, I live by the river 


~The Clash 


At the age of fourteen, I learned just about 
everything I needed to know about the future 
of my life on earth from the song “London 
Calling” by The Clash. Like “London Calling” 
and its apocalyptic message about war, global 
warming, food shortages, and floods, a lot of 
punk songs have a way of making you face 
reality. And “London Calling” and songs like 
it, gave me an angry anthem and solid reasons 
to distrust progress and people with power. 
Growing up in the ’80s, the threat of nuclear 
war weighed heavy on teenagers just starting 
their lives. For many years, the only future I 
could envision is one with a mushroom cloud 
in it—of course a lot has been written about 
the relationship between these fears and the 
nihilism in punk. Between growing up in a 
small-minded, go-no-where place and the 
very real possibility of nuclear war, I had 
little sense of what people referred to as the 
American Dream, or any kind of clear hope 
for the future. I knew that I wanted to play 
music and to move to the Bay Area with my 
first band Bitch Fight, because at least that 
would make me happy. 

Growing up in the shadow of the 
Vietnam War and in the midst of the nuclear 
arms race, us Bitch Fight girls became 
vehemently anti-war. One of the best anti- 
war punk songs can be heard on a 7” Peace? 
by The Dicks. “No Fucking War” is a classic 
anti-war song in the vein of “War (What Is 
It Good For?)” performed by Edwin Starr, 
and Gary Floyd seems to conjure Starr with 
his own vocal performance. But The Dick’s 
song did something new. It connected war to 
the American Dream, correlating America’s 
relentless war addiction and the way winning 
wars—or claiming to, even when thousands 
die—feeds the American Dream. 


Well, here we go again 
Another war to win 

Its the American Dream 
Can you hear us scream 


We don’t want no fucking war 
We don't want to fight no more. 


When I saw The Dicks play, I gripped 
the stage with one hand, pumped my fist in 
the air with the other, and screamed along 
with their towering and gorgeous woman 
drummer, Lynn Perko, who also sings on the 
song. I would soon after start playing drums 
and singing backup too. On the record, her 
voice soars over Gary Floyd’s lower register 
during the chorus which makes me smile 
every time I hear it. Not knowing that we 
were the very first punk band in Tuolumne— 
and all girl band at that—Bitch Fight wanted 
to make something of our band, play shows, 
and make records, but we also had a vague 
idea that we’d go to college. Only, we didn’t 
really know how to make that happen or if 
we’d survive four more years if it was going 
to look anything like high school. What with 
growing up in single-mom families with 
no money and a sense of a future eclipsed 
by megalomaniacs and war, Nicole Lopez, 
Suzy Carny, and I, founding members of the 
band and childhood friends, didn’t have the 
same kind of ambitions as young people our 
age with more privilege and more money, 
but we had punk. We had its honesty, its 
forthrightness. 

At forty-six, when Trump was elected 
president of the U.S., another punk 
song played in my head, “White Man in 
Hammersmith Palais.” 


All over people changing their votes 
Along with their overcoats 

If Adolf Hitler flew in today 

Theyd send a limousine anyway 


Shawn Lopez (RIP), the Bitch Fight 
guitar player’s mom, was wicked smart and 
she loved The Clash as much as we did. 
She encouraged mine and Nicole’s interest 
in music, especially protest music. She was 
probably glad too when Nicole and I found 
each other and became friends in grade 
school, two Xicana band nerds who played 
the flute and had single moms. Shawn was 
a punk enabler, the kind of parent who 
tolerated, or even liked punk, drove their kids 
to shows, and helped them shave their heads. 
Another one of our friends, Josh, now an 


We don’t need 
stuff; we need 
each other. 


All of This 


arson investigator, calls Shawn his commie 
mommie. It was Shawn who drove us ten 
hours to San Bernardino to see The Clash 
at the US Festival in 1983, from Tuolumne 
in her slow-ass Fiat wagon that she parked 
on hills so we could pop the clutch to get it 
started. We drove all night after school to get 
there and parked somewhere near the festival 
grounds by an empty field and slept in the car 
because we didn’t have money for a hotel, 
and because we wanted to be in line before 
the show started at noon. 

And it was Shawn who explained the lyric 
from “White Man in Hammersmith Palais” 
about Hitler, how it’s about the dangers of 
a deference to leaders that compels us to 
roll out the red carpet, even for a genocidal 
murderer out of some twisted sense of 
decorum. The song rang in my head all day 
during the Trump inauguration, throughout 
the pomp and circumstance for a man who 
had referred to Mexicans as rapists and drug 
dealers, mocked the disabled, and bragged 
about sexually assaulting women. 

My own mom likes punk now too, but 
she hates talk about Armageddon—scare 
tactics used by conservative Christianity 
to scare people straight. Punk, of course, 
doesn’t bother itself with Biblical rapture, 
but it does force us to consider that the end 
of the world could very well be a thing of 
our own making. Like when the Subhumans 
sing in “Dying World” about panic buying 
and fears of living in a world with a hole in 
the bottom 


When you're living in a dying world 
Panicking becomes the everyday thing 
Buy up the food, the power and the guns 
Get used to the threat of the final fling 


As I sit home, feeling lucky to have one 
and to be sheltered-in-place safe with people 
I love, I can’t help but wonder if this is our 
“final fling.” I don’t say this out loud because 
I live with hopeful young adults just starting 
out in the world. I laugh on cue when my 
eighteen-year-old son wanders through the 
living room and recites his new mantra in his 
best robot reporter voice, “Corona, Corona 
Virus, Covid, Covid-19.” I know it’s his 
way of coping with the fact that he, unlike 
his dad and me, has his whole life ahead of 





BITCH FIGHT | SHAWN LOPEZ 


Punk has forced me to accept 
the fallacy of our comfortable way of 
life, the fallacy of safety, the fallacy of a 
government by the people for the people. 


him possibly living under these conditions. 
I match his Covid chant with a song of my 
own, “It’s the end of the world and I know 
it, and I feel fine,” because while it is in 
my nature to comfort my family with meals 
made from scratch, old card games, and cozy 
hand-sewn pajamas, it is not in my nature to 
sugar-coat human folly. Punk has forced me 
to accept the fallacy of our comfortable way 
of life, the fallacy of safety, the fallacy of 
a government by the people for the people. 
Punk has, mostly, inoculated me from the 
kind of fear that I felt about the world as a 
teen and to stop believing lies just to cope. 
A combination of punk and my Xicanisma 
has divorced me from my American sense of 
rugged individualism, and made me believe 
that an actual bartering system that is not 


only made up of punk patches and zines is 
possible, a dozen of my flour tortillas for a 
dozen of my neighbor Cynthia’s chicken 
eggs, cooking at home as a demonstration 
of love for the community of people in my 
house, my children, who I won’t push out of 
the nest because they’re technically adults, 
dancing in the kitchen, and music and art 
that isn’t controlled and shaped by greed and 
consumer capitalism. 

We don’t need stuff; we need each other. 
We don’t need more and more space; we 
need to negotiate and share the space that we 
have. We don’t need bougie take out food; 
we need a recipe. We don’t-need daily trips to 
the grocery store; we need to cook from the 
ingredients we have. We don’t need to work 
more; we need better pay. We don’t need 


Instagram-worthy vacations; we need more 
time in nature. We don’t need fast-fashion; 
we need to repurpose our clothes, shop in 
thrift stores, organize an exchange. We don’t 
need a 24-hour news cycle; we need the 
wisdom of stories, literature, punk songs, and 
talk around the dinner table. 

I want to say all of these things to my son 
and niece but I know that actions are better, 
so I will continue to sing my favorite punk 
songs when I cook dinner, sew, or clean the 
house, and sing even if it’s too loud for being 
sheltered-in-place because I want them to 
learn to associate, familia, comunidad, and 
comida buena with the possibilities of an 
unvarnished but honest existence. 


—Michelle Cruz Gonzales & 
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An Ode to the Nose 


This nose is a conjuring of the past 
It is a chant in a shade known to the earth 


This nose 

is a flower slumped before it blooms 
with a humbled back 

Carrying rain and fire 


Let it catch all of the blue 
Collect all of the raindrops 
Let it be 

Bold 


Let it dance in calligraphy in the center of your face 
Let it hold the alphabet in Farsi, Arabic, and Urdu 


Let it be inside of scrolls and hidden stars 


Let it be a belly 

Aswollen cloud ; 

Let it be the neighborhood for a kiss 
Sprinkle it with a galaxy of freckles 
A congregation of the sun 


Let it mark me 
Brown 
let it mark you Indigenous 


Let it call my people in a chant 
In a cry 

In a scream 

In a joyful tear 


Let it be political 


Let it be the grain by which they identify my remains 


Let it mark me 


How beautiful 
is the sky 
when no one 
can claim it 





Let it be a reminder, that I am not from this space of linear geometry 
Let it other me 

Let it make a goddess out of me 

Let it pronounce itself first 

Enunciate who I am 

Let it create circles and curves 

Arches, hills, and peaks 


Let it be the period at the end of our magnificence 

Let it beckon you to want to know where you come from 
And what it means to keep your ancestors 

Smack in the middle of your face 


My Country Dances Across My Face 


My country is in the shape of a bosom 

there are no borders here 

blue stretches past the frontera and 

the ivory of my mouth creates a political party 
for children with no country 


From one ear to the other is where 
I draw a line in sand 


Love 

is the agreement I have known 

I sign this agreement with my mouth 
a smile doesn’t need translation 


This version of me 
has one Home: “This is a time of ceasefire” 


How beautiful is the sky 


beautiful when no one can claim it 
Like myself 
Like Maman Maheen and Baba and the worshippers of fire before them There are no borders here 


Let it be the sound plucked from the sitar 
Let it be wide, humped, hooked, 


Let it be steep like the highest peak of Alborz 


Let it make me more of me 
More of them 
More of us 


Let it be a longing to return 
To where I came from 
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Blue stretches past the frontera 


The ivory of my mouth never wages war 
The ivory of my mouth builds like clay 
Yes, a smile is immortal 

A small rebellion 

Yes, a smile 

Yes 


—Azin Mafi 


Azin Mafi is an Iranian-born artist who explores marginalization, 
displacement, and social justice through poetry, prose, and storytelling. 
Much of her work revolves around the concept of home and the formation 
of identity within the framework of exile and longing. She is also an 
illustrator, lover of plants, and an avid reader currently residing in Los 
Angeles. She lives with a dog that looks like a fox and a husband that 
feels like Elmo’ giggles. You can find her on Instagram @shir_zan 
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ROQUE TORRES | @ROQUEOFMTB 


Vintage Crop, The Cool Greenhouse, 
Freak Genes, No Negative, Heterofobia 
Negative Space, Corner Boys, Cereal 
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FRESH OFF THE GRILL: 


BILLY CHILDISH THE 
CHATS WEIRD NIGHT 
THE DWARVES THE 
BRIEFS COLLEEN 
GREEN DIE GROUP 
DRUNK MUMS GIUDA 
CHAI THE CHILLS 






LONGMONT POTION 
CASTLE WHITE FANG 
PART TIME DRUNK 


MUMS KING KHAN 
AND WAY WAY WAY MORE!!! 
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This kind of 
luck is making 
me feel guilty. 


The Luckiest Duck in the Pond 


Uh... hello? Is this thing on? 


I’m at a bit of a loss as for how to start 
this column. As I type this we have all 
been watching the world descend into a 
pandemic. The deaths are really starting 
to accelerate. It scares me to think what 
the death toll from this virus will be by 
the time this issue sees print. Obviously, 
I really, really hope Americans start 
behaving like the doctors and scientists 
are advising us to, but if] know America... 
well, you know. I’m just gonna hope for 
the best here and pretend we’re all here to 
read this when it comes out. 


So, obviously we all have had a pretty 
weird month. Mine somehow got even 
weirder than I would’ve ever guessed. 
After being self-employed at my rather 
humbly successful little soup diner for the 
last nine years—which I absolutely love 
more than any other job in the universe—I 
got a new job. What am I, nuts? Yeah, 
maybe. Okay, probably. Yup, I got a new 
job. Instead of being self-employed, I 
went back to being employed. Somehow 
I’m back to working for a paycheck, and 
at a time when an unprecedented number 
of Americans just got sent home from 
their jobs. 


Let me back up here. This last January 
I was doing some hard thinking about 
what I wanted to be doing five or ten 
years from now. With those pesky pains in 
my back starting to return, the thought of 
slaving away in my soup dungeon into my 
late fifties suddenly didn’t seem as fun as 
I thought it would. I started worrying that 
there might not be an acceptable job for an 
old, washed-up chicken like yours truly, 
at least not one that wouldn’t continue to 
break my back. I didn’t know what to do. 


It was my day off in early January and 
I was out driving around aimlessly with 
the car radio on my favorite local station. 
Suddenly I heard an odd new commercial. 
Our little old-fashioned small-town radio 
station was looking for someone to fill a 
position that just opened up because the 
last guy retired after thirty-two years on 
the job. I thought there was no way in 
hell that I’d ever get the job, so I drove 
to the station and applied right away. I 
pretty much walked in and said, “I have 


almost no qualifications for the job, but 
I’m applying anyway.” Over a month later 
I got called in for an interview. 


Now here I am, three weeks into my 
new job... my new career. I’m still in 
disbelief. After thirty-three years of being 
a cook in a zillion different restaurants, 
one of them even being my own, just like 
that I’m now a news director at a radio 
station. For a guy who grew up watching 
WKRP in Cincinnati religiously as a kid, 
I’m pretty much speechless. I am now the 
Les Nessman of Door County. If you had 
told me just three months ago that I was 
going to be the news director at the first 
and oldest radio station in the county, I 
woulda laughed till the cows came home. 
And now they’re home. Moo. 


Some folks say timing is everything. 
Well, I sure picked a surreal time to scrap 
thirty-four years of food service to start 
a career in journalism. Restaurants aren’t 
exactly doing too hot these days, but the 
news world is busier than ever. Everyone 
at the station tells me I sure fell into a 
crash course of being overwhelmed by a 
tidal wave of cancelations and medical 
updates. I’m not sure how to feel, beyond 
lucky. Many, many, many people are out 
of work by no fault of their own. Just days 
before the greatest crisis to hit the modern 
world, I fell into a bizarre dream job. I’ve 
always known I’m the luckiest duck in the 
pond, but this kind of luck is making me 
feel guilty. Why me? 


Well, after taking in some news today 
and seeing how absolutely horrific New 
York City is getting, I’m trying to keep this 
column’s mood on the lighter side. Let’s 
talk about my week before my new job 
started! So, the very last day of February 
was my very last day selling soup in my 
now former Czarnuszka Soup Bar. I sold 
out of the Bohemian Potato Chowder and 
the Rhythm Chili. That’s a good Saturday, 
especially in the dead of winter. Lots of 
emotions on that final day, but they were 
mostly eclipsed by excitement for that 
Saturday night, the final Ephraim City 
Limits Music Festival! 


Yes, it was most likely the last 
installment of the world’s biggest little 
music fest. As usual, Milwaukee’s Holy 


Shit! cranked the intensity knob past 
eleven. They were on fire; red, hot manic 
hardcore ankle-deep in beer! The other 
band at this year’s festival was YKK, 
formerly the Rolling Stones from Chicago. 
I guess they got sick of people mistaking 
them for some other Rolling Stones, so 
they changed their name to that of the 
undisputed kings of the zipper world, 
YKK! Brilliance right there. How was 
the show? Biggest ECL ever. I estimated 
it was about sixty people crammed into 
a soup shop with a twelve-person fire 
capacity. Fun beyond reason. 


The entire day after ECL is usually a 
day of what I call attempted re-entry into 
the human form. To call it a hangover day 
doesn’t really quite capture the white- 
knuckle night terrors in broad daylight. 
Now, on the very next day Mrs. Hen and I 
were happily rolling down to Milwaukee 
with two tickets to see the original lineup 
of the Reigning Sound. Somehow the Mrs. 
and I found ourselves directly in front of 
the stage standing between Timebomb 
Tom, Keith from Aluminum Knot Eye, 
Andy Junk from Holy Shit!, and his mom, 
lovingly referred to as “Ma Junk”! Ma 
Junk shaking her tail feathers front and 
center for Reigning Sound? There truly is 
good in this world. The opening band that 
night was Dusk, now with Amos moved 
from bass duties to the drum set. It was a 
perfect balance of music just two nights 
after ECL. 


Just three nights later Mrs. Hen and I 
drove south again, but this time only as far 
as Green Bay. We couldn’t pass up a rare 
performance by Chicago’s own cutting- 
edge saxophonist, Ken Vandermark. It 
was a night of Ken’s solo improvisational 
works, each inspired by a different 
musical hero of his. There were maybe 
twenty people there in the Luna Cafe to 
experience Ken’s  dimension-warping 
sounds, and everyone there felt lucky. We 
got to chat with the modern-day Ornette 
Coleman, bought a few of his records, and 
then zipped back up north to salvage a few 
hours of sleep. 


Our final night of that most well- 
rounded week of amazing live music was 
in the only logical town to finish such a 
week... Algoma, Wis. The salmon fishing 























YKK | MRS, HEN 


I am now the Les Nessman 
of Door County. 


I have almost no qualifications for the job. 


capitol of the Great Lakes, Algoma is one 
of my favorite towns. The Penguin City 
Restaurant is unfortunately gone, but the 
Algoma Pizza Bowl still stands, and that’s 
where that evening’s concert found its 
stage. Algoma’s hometown heroes Hue 
Blanc’s Joyless Ones opened the show with 
their Nuggets meets Velvet Underground 
doused in Hamms rock. They have a 
song called “Kewaunee Leather Boys.” 
That alone is worth a hoist! Then my last 
and final live band that I may ever see in 
this lifetime was a new retro, old-school 
country group from Milwaukee called the 
Long Line Riders. Imagine Johnny Cash 
and Patsy Cline doing Hank Sr. covers 
with George Jones on drums. When 
you consider that each band that night 
contained a former member of the Mystery 
Girls it makes more sense. The best sight 


to behold, however, was Timebomb Tom 
walking in carrying a full crock pot of 
his Timebomb Hot Chicken and asking, 
“Where can I plug this in?” 


In ten years when all the kids crap 
themselves over the cool new music 
trend known as crock pot punk, I will 
remind everyone that it started right 
there in Algoma. 


Dinghole Cancelation #1: 
Corhythmvirus Chicken-19. 

(Sighting #.... I can’t believe he’s still 
president) 

For the last three weeks I’ve gotten 
really good at finding new, creative ways 
of saying pretty much the exact same thing: 
“Due to the threat of the coronavirus”; 
“With regard to the current pandemic”; 


“In relation to COVID-19”; “In light 
of the recent global health crisis”; “In 
response to the growing virus situation”; 
“Taking into consideration the threat of 
viral outbreak”; “Keeping in mind the 
impending community spread”... and with 
little resistance from our orange raccoon- 
in-chief, this dinghole is canceled until 
further notice. 


I sincerely hope we are all here come 
November so I can present an on-air 
recreation of the WKRP Thanksgiving 
Turkey Drop... moo. 


—Rhythm Chicken 
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SQUAT THE LOT 
NYC Punx 1990 


I’ve been thinking about NYC a lot 
lately, trying to keep tabs on people and 
following the stories from people there 
amid the pandemic. Some are fine, some 
are not. So I thought I’d reflect back on a 
time when the Lower East Side was new 
to me and had an exciting apocalyptic 
edge: burnt-up cars, empty buildings, tent 
cities, squats, and gardens. In the midst 
of it all, the building ground for a punk 
utopia. Looking back, the 9th Street Lot 
went from trash and rubble, to tents and 
gardens and Squat the Lot Punk shows. 
Twenty years later, it was completely 
unrecognizable with a police station. 
Another ten years on, and for better or 
for worse, the LES of NYC circa 1990 is 
completely changed. I want to celebrate 
those crazy times with a few of the bands 
that played in that lot between Serenity, 
Dos Blocos, and Fetus squats back in 
the summer of 1990. The Radicts, Jesus 
Chrust, Citizen’s Arrest, Suicide Sisters, 
and Nausea. Plus a few cameos of people 
who are in my thoughts. From crazy times 
to crazier times. Be strong, be safe, be 
creative and be well—all ya’ ll! 




































—Chris Boarts Larson 
slugandlettuce.net 
facebook.com/SlugandLettuce 
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quat the Lot NYC Punx 1990—The Rad Jesus Chrust, Citizen’s Arrest, Suicide Sisters, and Nausea 
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At a time when our country 
needs intelligent, informed, 
and compassionate 
leadership, there is only one 
thing ever on his mind. 
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| was excited to hear about Erica 
Dawn Lyle playing guitar for Bikini 
Kills reunion shows. Erica has been 
playing in punk bands for almost thirty 
years —Chickenhead, Onion Flavored 
Rings, and Black Rainbow, to name a 
few. As rad as these bands are, | still 
think of her as a writer first. 

I've been a fan of Erica’s since the 
late 90s, when | first started reading 
her long-running Scam, one of the two 
or three best zines ever. As you'll read 


here, the focus of the zine has changed 
over time, but each issue still exudes 
the passion and deep commitment 
to DIY culture and values that hooked 
me early on. Erica is the author of On 
the Lower Frequencies, which collects 
some of her writing for both Scam and 
The Turd-Filled Donut, which she and 
her friend Ivy published when they 
moved from Miami to the Bay Area. 
She’s also the editor of Streetopia, 
which chronicled the effects of art 





as an alternative to neighborhood 
gentrification. And she’s done a bunch 
of freelance work, including for a piece 
where she hitchhikes to Texas to 
audition for Black Flag(!). | had never 
spoken to Erica before our phone 
interview. | was a little nervous because 
I’m such a big fan, but her warmth and 
storytelling put me at ease right away. 

Welcome to the sixth installment 
of Paging All Punks, in which | talk 
with writers about punk rock. 





Mike: To prep for this, 1 went back through 
all my back issues of Scam. I haven’t done 
that in a while. 

Erica: Oh, good. Where are you? 

Mike: I’m on Cape Cod. 

Erica: Is that where you live? 

Mike: Yeah, my wife got a gig teaching 
here. 

Erica: Oh, rad. Are you there year-round? 
Mike: Yeah, this is the quietest it gets right now. 
Erica: For sure. 

Mike: Weren’t you on the Cape recently? 
Erica: I went up there in 2018 with my friend 
Jenn (Pelly). We visited with Palmolive from 
the Slits, who lives out there. 

Mike: I know she’s here, but I haven’t figured 
out an excuse to talk to her yet. 

Erica: [laughs] I don’t think you need an 
excuse to talk to her. I think if you saw her, 
and started to talk to her, it would never end. 
She’s wonderful. 

Mike: So if we get Palmolive and Mike Watt 
in the room together, it’ll generate electricity? 
Erica: What a fuckin’ room that would be! 
Mike: Tell me if this sounds right in terms 
of chronology: I think I read about Scam and 
Chickenhead in Maximum before I found 
a copy of the zine. I think the interview in 
Maximum might’ve been about the first three 
issues of Scam. Does that sound right? 
Erica: There were a couple of interviews. Do 
you mean the one from the early ’90s? 
Mike: Yeah. 

Erica: That would have been about the first 
two issues. Chickenhead and the first issue of 
Scam are pretty much concurrent. Late *90 
into the summer of 91 Chickenhead played 
our first show. The first Scam came out on 
July 6 in Miami Beach. Filth played. We 
booked them. 

Mike: Is that your birthday or an anniversary 
or something? You knew the date right off 
the top of your head. 

Erica: It’s just the date my first magazine 
came out. 

Mike: [laughs] Okay, fair enough! When I 
got my first issue of Scam, it was number 
three, and I got it at a Newbury Comics 
in Boston. I was living there. I’m reading 
through, and I’m thinking “I wonder how 
much of this is real and how much of this is 
embellished.” I was taking the bus to work 


one day, and—what was the name of that 
little person in your zine? With x’s for eyes, 
often holding a crowbar and a beer? 

Erica: That’s funny. I never thought that 
character had a name so much. 

Mike: Is that the Scam Punk? 

Erica: Yeah, it’s my tag. The thing I can 
draw with my limited capacity. I wonder, 
does the Circle Jerks guy have a name? The 
skanking guy? 

Mike: I saw your tag on a bridge underpass 
a couple blocks from my house right after I 
got the zine, and I was like, “Holy shit, this 
is all real!” 

Erica: You’re lucky you didn’t meet me, 
because I would have moved into your house 
for three weeks. 

Mike: [laughs] 

Erica: | think we were having the worst time 
when we were there. Where did you live, 
Allston or something? 

Mike: | lived in Allston. That’s right! 

Erica: Yeah, so you were probably right by 
the trainyard. I was traveling with a friend 
and we were so marooned in the Northeast. 
We had the worst luck. We could not get 
out of Boston for days and days. We were 
stuck at that catch-up spot in Allston by the 
freeway, right behind the sports bar. It’s no 
longer there, I guess. I think they moved all 
that stuff to Worcester. 

Mike: That sports bar is Pizzeria Regina now. 
Less than a mile away is the New Balance 
office building—and it’s like the Death Star 
or something—this huge glass building. I 
haven’t lived there since 2008. Every time I 
go back, it’s more and more developed. 
Erica: Even Allston? 

Mike: Yeah, Harvard is buying up all the 
property in Allston. 

Erica: Boston is an evil place. I’m sorry. 
Mike: I get that a lot, honestly. 

Erica: It’s no one’s fault. It’s embedded in 
the soil. It’s from the seventeenth century. 
Mike: So, with that said, are you still a 
baseball fan? 

Erica: I’ve fallen out with the national 
pastime a little bit. Not out of any hatred 
or anything. I’ve moved around too much. 
There’s some discouragement that comes 
with being an Oakland A’s fan for so long. 
It’s hard to explain. The A’s were exciting 





because they had dumpster players, you 
know what I mean? They were our kind of 
team. And when | lived in the Bay, the Giants 
got everything they wanted. It was annoying 
to see the Giants have so much largesse and 
squander it every year. 

I was a defender of Barry Bonds. I didn’t 
think it was fair for all my friends to take 
hormones and for Barry Bonds to get shit for 
it. But that shit he said about flaxseed oil was 
too much, “What? I thought it was flaxseed 
oil!” Yeah, some guy came and rubbed 
flaxseed oil on your body every day and then 
you hit ninety-eight homers in a year. That 
was too much. 

Towards the end of this year, I was like, 
“Where are the A’s, anyway?” They won 
like ninety-eight games and J had no idea. 
I couldn’t recognize a single player on the 
roster. For a while, in the Bay, I used to listen 
to all the games on the radio. That time was a 
time of depression for me, and I feel like it’s 
linked to that. I don’t want to listen. 

Mike: That’s fair. 

Erica: And how could I root for teams in 
New York? Give me a break. 

Mike: One of my buddies is a Mets fan, so I 
keep up with the Mets. And if I want to know 
how the Red Sox are really doing, I can read 
the New York Post. 

Erica: People in New York try to pretend 
that the Mets are some kind of alternative. 
Like, those hapless Mets. But they have the 
biggest budget. I think you can get in cheaper 
to their games, though. 

Mike: We were talking about me seeing 
the Scam punk tag in Allston. I went back 
through all the issues. In number five, you 
change your name back from Iggy Scam. In 
your intro, you talk about being tired of trying 
to live a persona. I was getting the sense that 
maybe you were doing some dumb shit just 
so you could write about it. 

Erica: No. I would say that’s a 
mischaracterization. I didn’t feel like I was 
doing dumb shit to write about it at all. | was 
living my life the way I lived my life. The 
criminal lifestyle of Scam was tremendously 
effective for me for decades. As a person 
who grew up with no access to money, | 
found myself on the street as a seventeen- 
year-old. That’s why when you talk about 
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This literally happened. 
| WALKED OUT OF SEARS 


WITH A BICYCLE and RODE 
OFF INTO THE SUNSET. 





whether the stuff in the magazine is real or 
not—unfortunately, it was entirely real. I 
have a journalistic ethic about it, unlike some 
of my competitors. [laughs] I would only say 
something happened if it really happened. I 
wouldn’t poetically elide some aspect of the 
truth to make it seem something a little bit 
better than it was. To me, it was like, “This 
literally happened. I walked out of Sears 
with a bicycle and rode off into the sunset.” 
Et cetera. 

It was less about me feeling the pressure 
to perform in that regard. It was more about 
sobriety. | wanted to quit drinking. At that 
point in life I got to a place where I needed 
to deal with trauma around abuse from my 
parents that led me to life in the street. I 
don’t want to pathologize punk and say this 
all came from abuse. That’s not how I féel. I 
do feel like punks have agency to make bad 
situations into something good. 

It was important for me to get sober, 
and feel my feelings, and understand that 
stuff and get to a place where I could move 
through it in a different way. It was more like 
I felt a pressure to romanticize things. I felt a 
pressure to pretend that failure was awesome. 
[laughs] I think that’s what I was rebelling 
against a little more at that time—the pressure 
to spin this narrative that being totally broke 
and having no healthcare and have all my 
friends die of overdoses and all my women 
friends getting raped continually—having all 
that stuff as what my life was really like. 

And then there was a lot of punk rock 
personal zine writing that was like, “But it’s 
okay, I found a dollar on the ground! Life’s 
what you make it! We got out a roll of duct 
tape and taped it together,” or whatever, you 
know? I think I wanted to get out of that 
advocacy or cheerleading and be a little bit 
more honest about the hard side of things, 
so the positive side could have more weight, 
too. The triumphs are a little more triumphant 
when you acknowledge the reality. 

Mike: It’s around issue five where your 
writing is more community oriented. The 
whole run is community oriented, but less 
zany and more advocacy related. 

Erica: Maybe even earlier I was trying to 
switch that up. I felt like after Scam number 
two, which, at the time, was the largest zine 
anyone had ever made without sending it to 
a printer [laughs]—it was like 108 pages, 
totally scammed copies, thousand out on the 


streets—but I felt like there wasn’t a lot more 
to say in that direction, in some ways. 

I have covered a lot of ground. I was 
having to deal with different people in my life 
who were concerned about being depicted in 
a magazine, because they were my friends. 
That was something J hadn’t thought about. 
I started to think about the way other people 
appear in a personal zine and how much 
control I had over naming and describing 
them, and what impact that has on my life 
and our relationships. 

Mike: About issue two: there’s a little note 
in the back that says “I need help! This zine 
is out of control! I need people to help me 
photocopy it.” That totally cracked me up. 
You’re talking about how that was the biggest 
zine to date. It’s not like you were using 18- 
point type. All those pages are crammed. It 
was a commitment to get through it because 
it was so dense, and it was so rewarding. 
Erica: I’m glad you dug it. I gave a lot away, 
for sure. I wanted everyone to have them. 
Mike: We all got our money’s worth when 
we picked up an issue. 

Erica: Yeah, because it was, what? A dollar? 
[laughs] 

Mike: It was! 

Erica: And | probably felt like such a sellout. 
By issue three, I thought I had turned away 
from that epic personal story and got more 
into journalism and history, criticism; stuff 
like that. There’s a more psychogeographical 
focus to a lot of the writing in that issue. 
There’s a lot of writing about Miami and 
place and Florida history and things like that. 
I think I was getting away from that straight 
personal style of earlier. 

Then a lot of it is influenced by where 
I lived. Because when I moved to the Bay 
Area, to San Francisco, I found that I 
could get involved in a lot of the political 
movements I always dreamed about as a 
kid in Miami. In Miami I was struggling to 
start these initiatives. There weren’t a lot of 
like-minded collaborators, necessarily, and 
we didn’t have the skills to interact with the 
larger community outside of punk because 
we were kids. 

In the Bay Area, I showed up in late 
°97 and immediately began working at the 
Coalition on Homelessness. That was a life- 
changing thing for me. It was this small, tight- 
knit grassroots organization that was started 
by homeless people, and all of its advocacy 


came directly from the homeless community. 
They didn’t receive any government 
funding. They had a very punk rock, “We’re 
the family; us against the world” approach to 
life. It was a sweet place to be a part of. And 
the advocacy and activism they did was very 
DIY and very much interested in community 
building in the same way that punk is. Their 
protest did not have a large effect on society 
because society hates homeless people so 
much, no matter what. But they did them 
to be together with each other, as well. That 
was important. 

So, it was taking that similar structure 
of DIY, moving it out of that horrible 
relationship specifically to punk rock music, 
and trying to find ways that it resonated 

against the larger world. That led me to start 
doing The Turd-Filled Donut, which was a 
Skid Row newspaper that my best friend Ivy 
and I edited together. We both arrived back in 
San Francisco at around the same time and 
started living on Sixth Street, which is San 
Francisco’s Skid Row, living in hotels and 
doing different social service work. Her and 
Matty Luv started an illegal needle exchange 
that later became recognized by the city, and I 
was working at the Coalition. So, the writing I 
was doing ended up being about that broader 
community, though I was still playing in punk 
bands and doing punk rock stuff. 

Mike: I grew up in New Hampshire, super 
rural, moved to Boston. In terms of a through 
line with the community activism you did 
and everything, I remember the 949 Market 
zine and Streetopia. Even though I never 
experienced a lot of what you wrote about, 
I thought back to Biafra running for mayor 
of San Francisco and talking about making it 
legal to squat in buildings left vacant for tax 
purposes. That was in the back of my head 
when you were writing about occupying 
these buildings. You were doing 949 Market 
around the same time as The Turd-Filled 
Donut, right? 

Erica: Yeah, the 949 is from 2001. Turd-Filled 
Donut was from 1998 to 2001 or 2002. 
Mike: And those were being distributed to 
people in the neighborhood through paper 
boxes you were spray-painting? 

Erica: Yeah, I was trying really hard to reach 
not-punk audiences. Punks got a hold of it 
and our friends had it, and in San Francisco 
there’s a lot of crossover between punk rock 
and activism. But I would leave it in stacks at 
social services places around the Tenderloin. 
And we had stolen these newspaper boxes off 
the street and repainted them, chained them 
up again on Sixth Street. That was the most 
fun. We had a voicemail in the magazine. We 
would hear from strangers, random people 
who’d sit on the box and drink beer all day 
and read the paper and call us up. 

Mike: I forgot about 949 Market, but I read 
Streetopia recently. It’s easy to see a through 
line between those two things. 

Erica: I could see that. It takes place in the 
same neighborhood and is informed by the 
same motivation to fight the speculation and 
gentrification that’s been so rampant in the 
Bay for the last twenty-five years. That’s sort 
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of like seeing all that stuff through the long 
lens of history: Market Street and thinking 
about what it represents conceptually to 
San Francisco and how its conception as a 
main street with a nostalgic past has affected 
public discourse in our time. This imaginary 
hegemonic white-only street for everybody— 
but only for white people—you know? It’s 
not really true, but people are always wanting 
to return that street to that state. That’s part of 
the battle that’s always happening to the poor 
in that neighborhood. 

Mike: We were talking about Allston a little 
while ago. Buildings are being knocked down 
and all these student apartment buildings are 
being put in. Watching my friends get pushed 
out of the neighborhood for Harvard is weird. 
Living in a space like that must be so eye- 
opening. I’ve never had to deal with that. 
Erica: Harvard, that’s a whole other thing. 
But schools have become the biggest real 


estate player in all the cities. That’s a big 
issue in New York, as well, with NYU always 
trying to expand. You see that everywhere. 
That Harvard money, that’s some really old 
stolen wealth. That’s some ancient shit. 
Mike: I think around issue five you were 
starting to freelance a little bit. 

Erica: Yeah, maybe even a little earlier. 
Mike: You mentioned that the younger version 
of you was like, “Oh my god, you’re such a 
sellout” for charging a dollar an issue of Scam. 
But it’s easy for me to envision you approaching 
freelancing with this gleeful, “What the fuck? 
Let me see if this works” mentality. 

Erica: I thought it was fun to try. I always 
wanted to be writer in whatever way I could. 
The magazine was a revelation to me when 
I was an abused teenager. I was like, “You 
can make this thing, and it goes out in the 
world.” It was enormous to be able to put out 
Scam. Me and my other friends who were 





making zines were able really quickly to 
make friends with people all over the country 
and gain access to other scenes so we could 
travel places and meet people and have a 
reason to do it, a cover for it. People would 
put us up, and we’d put them up when they 
came through town. The immediacy of that 
was important. 

At the same time, in 2005 I was making 
that issue of Scam, and I had been approached 
to do books with people many times. I had 
a contract with Soft Skull Press to do a 
book. At that time, I feel like I was too in 
flux. What.I now know is that when I was 
making Scam five and changing my name to 
Erick Lyle, I was not ready to do the things 
I wanted to do because I was too fried from 
not dealing with trauma for a bunch of years, 
having all this abuse history, and being an 
alcoholic from age fourteen to age thirty—a 
lot of things that I did not have the emotional 


RAZORCAKE 37 


capacity to figure out about writing at that 
time. That’s the story, looking back. I had 
all these ideas about books, but I was pretty 
raw. I had been in a drunken coma for fifteen 
years while everyone else was in grad school. 
I was trying to figure out how to interact with 
the rest of the world. 

Mike: The Soft Skull book you’re talking 
about is On the Lower Frequencies? 

Erica: That’s the book that ended up coming 
out of it, but it could have been a lot of 
different things. I ended up feeling that I had 
to recompile and make a good accounting for 
the best aspects of the recent past writing in 
order to move onto a new thing. 

Mike: Is that the first time you toured without 
a band doing readings? 

Erica: Hmmm. The first time was for issue 
5. I went out on a tour in January of 2005 
with Arwen Curry, who was the editor of 
Maximum Rock’n’roll and the time, Kat 
Kaise, who was a columnist for Maximum, 
and my friend Joaquin from Starfucker zine. 
We did a tour of the Northeast. That was the 
first time I did that. 

Mike: Oh, man. I’m sorry I missed that tour. 
Erica: It was a long time ago. It was the dead 
of winter! We were at Lucy Parsons Center. 
Crusty Craig was there. 

Mike: The guy from Melee! I remember him. 
Erica: [laughs] He was on the free computers. 
He was all mad there was going to be a 
reading. But he knew me from Chickenhead, 
so he was like, “Oh, hey.” 

Mike: If I remember right, he’s the guy that 
got Crudos to play the biggest show they ever 
played in Boston. 

Erica: I believe that. He seemed like he knew 
what he was doing. 

Mike: You mentioned having to deal with your 
trauma as everyone else was in grad school. 
How much have you read about or dealt with 
the theoretical art stuff that was happening 
around punk? Do you know situationism? Do 
you know dada, any of that stuff? 

Erica: | didn’t know it when I was a kid. 
That was not my point of entry for punk. But 
I know all about it now. 

Mike: Looking at the back issues, it seems 
like you knew about that stuff early on. 
Erica: | think that’s the case with a lot of punk 
self-reinvents. You see these movements in 
conversation with each other, often without 
being aware of each other. That’s one of 
the special things about moving to the city. 
People move to the city wanting to be part 
of some happening movement they heard 
about, whether it’s punk or political things, 
hippies, beatniks. Then they get there and 
the thing doesn’t exist anymore. But by 
looking for it they end up as the next thing 
by getting together with other people who 
are looking for the same thing, then the next 
thing happens. 

I see the lineage, but I probably would 
have been hostile towards someone saying 
that when I was a kid. I was a ding-dong anti- 
intellectual for a long time even though I read 
constantly. It was just a stance. It was stupid. 

My advice to anyone reading this is to 
get over your punk damage. It’s important. 


[laughs] Don’t let punk rock limit you by 
telling you what you should be allowed to be 
interested in and what kind of music you should 
play. Use the inspirational aspects of it and 
leave the rest. 

Mike: I had big stretches when I did that. I 
was too punk to like baseball for ten years, 
so I missed Greg Maddux, his entire career. 
And then I started working at a restaurant 


that had baseball on all the time, and I was 
like, “What have I done?” 

Erica: “What if I just like this?” 

Mike: Yeah! I was trying so hard for such a 
long time to live up to roles in my head and 
after a certain point I was like, “I don’t need 
to do this anymore.” 

Erica: Well, trust me, I can relate. 

Mike: I have to ask you, have you seen 











Black Flag 7.0, or whatever iteration we’re 
on now? 

Erica: You know what? | think they just 
played near me last night! They’ re somewhere 
in Florida right now. 

Mike: Are you in Florida? 

Erica: I am. Yeah, sorry. I’m looking at the 
beach right now. 

Mike: It must be’ nice. 

Erica: Yeah, it’s pretty badass. I saw them in 
2013. The sixth version. After I tried out for 
the band, I saw them on that tour. It was as 
bad as you would think. It was sad, though | 
appreciated Ginn’s playing. It didn’t live up 
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to the legacy of the band. Not that you would 
expect it to. So I haven’t seen them on this 
trip. I thought about going, though. I had to 
think about it. 

Mike: They announced all their dates this 
summer, and their one local date was in 
New Bedford. 

Erica: New Bedford? Oh my god! [laughs] 
Mike: | know! Like, my band has played 
New Bedford, and Black Flag’s playing there. 
[laughs] It happened to be on this date where me 
and my wife were up in Maine for a wedding. I 
was secretly relieved that I didn’t have to decide 
whether to drive to New Bedford or not. 
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Erica: | got deep into it. 

Mike: Yeah, you did the Damaged issue of 
Scam, which was so good. 

Erica: Thank you. I did the Black Flag 
Damaged issue. That was a cool process. 
That helped me work a lot of shit out. It 
started as a freelance idea because I was like, 
“This anniversary is coming up, and this is 
how people pitch stories now, writing about 
some stupid anniversary.” So, I pitched it to 
LA Weekly, and the dude was into it. 

This is how I ended up using freelancing. 
I'd be doing a freelance thing where I’d get 
to go inside an event that I normally wouldn’t 
be able to get into, and then I'd try to write 
about it in the limited way you’d be allowed 
to do in a freelance piece. I’d maybe write 
about it longer for myself. 

I got the gig to write this tiny thing about 
Damaged, and that got me an opportunity to 
talk to all those folks and have them answer 
my calls and emails. But I knew my interest 
in it was far beyond the band, because I really 
love Los Angeles. My interest was in the 
psychogeography of L.A. in a major way. I 
knew how enormous punk had been in terms 
of numbers and interest in the big cities in that 
time and place, 1980, 1981. I was fascinated 
in the ways that punk hadn’t become the next 
hippie thing that it should have been. It never 
gained that market share into the *90s. It was 
this strange alternate universe that didn’t 
happen. Why wasn’t Black Flag as big as 
the Jefferson Airplane, you know? Because 
that’s what the youth movement was poised 
to be, the next thing. 

And I was also really interested in the way 
that punk was collapsed hippie. 1 know this 
hurts a lot of punks’ feelings, and it was hard 
for me to accept, too. But so much of punk is 
so directly connected to the hippie era. 

Mike: Oh my god. Crass! 

Erica: Yeah, but not even that literally. In the 
ways that the major labels supported the early 
punk is similar, and then you have the literal 
connections, like Tim Yo(hannan, of MRR) 
bringing these values of the San Francisco 
Diggers into Maximum Rock’n’roll, that 
everything is free, that the youth have to 
control the culture, and it’s DIY. That stuffis a 
very strong lineage to very specific Bay Area 
ideas of youth culture before the Summer of 
Love co-opted some of that stuff. 

1 wrote the short piece for the L.A. 
Weekly. | got in a fight with the editor. I 
was like, “Don’t you understand what this 
story means?” [laughs] He was like, “Look, 
I asked for 700 words on this fucking 
record.” I was a little too close to the story. 
Black Flag was a major thing for me as a 
kid. It was a major point of entry. It was 
extremely important to me, the way they 
pushed what they were doing really hard, 
faced maximum opposition, were able to 
take everything that was thrown at them 
and turn it around and make it part of the 
presentation in this Nietzschean way. As a 
kid who was facing-my parents trying to kill 
me, that really resonated with me as a form 
of revenge. The best revenge is good living, 
right? Keep going. 
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That was a chance for me, as an older 
person, to look back on what Black Flag 
meant to me and even what punk rock meant 
to me, and how it got me to where I was at. 
And, concurrently, the Occupy movement was 
happening at that time. I watched the rise and 
fall of the tactics and methodology of Occupy 
and was fascinated how movements follow 
these similar trajectories— something’s 
happening, no one knows how to describe it, 
and it flows magically for a while as everyone 
feels the same vibe, and then it gets bigger, 
and people start trying to explain it to each 
other. Then it gets bigger and there are rules, 
or codified expectations: “This is how you do 
it, not like that.” Then things dissolve. 

I was seeing that happen with Occupy, 
this six-month period of tremendous optimism 
and enthusiasm that led to this disillusionment 
at the end of a lot of folks. I was exploring 
that in my discussions with Black Flag, who 
were themselves not invested in identification 
with punk. They were like, “We’re doing our 
thing, and pushing it forward all the time, and 
you’re not getting it.” And that was a reminder 


| KNOW THIS HURTS A LOT 
OF PUNKS’ FEELINGS, and it 
was hard for me fo accept, 
too. But so much of punk is 
SO DIRECTLY CONNECTED 
TO THE HIPPIE ERA. 
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to me: keep pushing forward, keep changing, 
keep growing. Don’t be so identified with the 
rules of what you think you’re supposed to 
be doing. 

Mike: Those guys played here, I just found 
out. I think Henry joined them in Detroit on 
like a Thursday, and they played Cape Cod 
on a Saturday, the Saturday before. 

Erica: Back in the day? 

Mike: Yeah, back in the day. 

Erica: | thought you were saying Henry was 
going to go sing with them on Cape Cod 
now! [laughs] 

Mike: Can you imagine? Henry playing with 
Cyndi Lauper is one thing, but playing with 
Ginn is another. 

Erica: But then the Black Flag thing got 
deeper for me, because I made the magazine. 
And then in 2013 when they announced they 
were doing the reunion, I saw the story where 
Ginn said he was putting out a new record, 
practicing with this drummer, Ron Reyes 
was singing, and Dale Nixon was playing 
bass. Dale Nixon is Greg Ginn. They’re 
gonna need a bass player, right? 






Mike: What else are you gonna do besides 
go down there? 

Erica: Yeah, exactly. So I was like okay, I’m 
gonna go join Black Flag. This is my plan. 
But then I pitched it to an editor as a story 
and hitchhiked down there with the bass, 
practiced all the songs on the side of the 
toad while I was simultaneously supposed 
to be interviewing Flag, the other Black 
Flag reunion. 

Mike: [laughs] I didn’t know that! 

Erica: I was emailing. Chuck Dukowski 
from a truck stop in Arkansas while I’d been 
outside in the parking lot, playing Chuck’s 
bass lines to the best of my ability. Chuck 
was like, “You’re on a really strange quest, 
my friend.” [laughs] 

I got down there—it’s all in the story 
I wrote—to this little town in Texas where 
Ginn relocated. I was like, “I wonder how 
I'll find him?” I was walking down the 
main street and I could hear Greg Ginn’s 
guitar playing coming out of some random 
building. It’s a really tiny town. All the 
storefronts are empty. 

I waited at the back door, and eventually 
Ginn walked out. I was like, “Hey, I’m here to 
play bass.” He was like “Oh, cool. I’m about 
to go to lunch, but we could play at five.” I 
was like, “Cool, I’ll come back.” And then I 
was like, “What the fuck just happened?” It 
turned out I didn’t know they had put out a 
call for auditions for bass players. , 

Mike: Oh, wow! 

Erica: That was the week they were trying 
people out. The reason I didn’t know is 
because they had put out an ad on Craigslist, 
if you can believe it. There was no news about 
it. I could never find the ad. He told me about 
it. Imagine what the ad said: “Punk band seeks 
bass player. Must be willing to relinquish all 
ties to earth, self, and identity.” 

So I went and played with them. Of 
course, I know all the songs, but they didn’t 
play them. We start doing this improv jam, 
like some of the stuff on the live records. I 
was like, “Wow, this is really happening.” 
Then he said, “We like you, and we want 
you to stay. Can you stay in town and keep 
playing with us?” 

Then I was in this weird situation where 
I was in the SST warehouse in Texas. I have 
a mat on the floor they’d prepared for me. 
The drummer guy had previously been living 
in a tent somewhere in Laurel Canyon in 
Los Angeles. He was an old friend of Ginn’s 
who had come out to do the reunion. The 
drummer was called Drummer. That was his 
name: Drummer. Me and Drummer hanging 
out on our mats and I’m like, “Here I am. 
I’m at Unicorn Studios on Santa Monica 
Boulevard in 1981, and these are the exact 
same conditions.” It’s exactly the same with 
Henry: “Are you in, or what?” I was basically 
getting creepy crawled, you know? 

I was texting people, asking what to do. 
Either way, I could write the story. But the 
problem was, I felt like, journalistically, it 
wasn’t fair or ethical for me to continue 
much longer without identifying myself as a 
journalist. And I also felt like I was learning 
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things about their reunion, just by being there, 
that would be news if I chose to report them. 
I didn’t think that was ethical. But I could 
tell—Drummer said, “Check out some of 
these Black Flag songs we’ve recorded,” and 
he played them. The engineer was there—he 
had a sound guy living there too. I could 
understand that this was stuff Ginn had made 
himself in the studio and emailed to Ron 
Reyes, you know? There was no real band. 
That influenced how I thought about it. 

I was asking people what to do, and Tobi 
(Vail) was like, “You have to join! Join Black 
Flag! You need to do this. You need to learn 
the things you’re going to learn from doing 
this. You need to have this experience.” 
Which is probably why she asked me to join 
Bikini Kill. 

But I was like, there’s no way in hell. I 
thought about it. If I did do this, what would 
happen? The band didn’t sound very good. 
Everywhere we go, people would be like, 
“You suck compared to what it was.” It’s 
mainly going to be for the lowest common 
denominator punk fan. 

The tour included his other band with 
Mike Vallely, the skater, and that band 




















THE BEST REVENGE IS GOOD 


LIVING, right? Keep going. 


sounded better. It sounded like Ginn cared 
more about that stuff musically. But the lyrics 
were the most basic, tough-guy “you stabbed 
me in the back” kind of shit. It was so not my 
world. I would do this for like a year. Then, at 
the end of it, I’d be like, “What about all that 
money you owe me?” [laughs] 

I’m a reporter. I played with them again 
the next day, and they were like, “We really 
like your playing. You should stick around.” 
I don’t know if he would have chosen me, 
either. It wasn’t like “Are you in or out?” But 
they were like, “We want to keep playing with 
you, you’re in the running.” Instead, I was like 
“1 know this kid in Duluth who’s really good 
that you should get, and I’m gonna leave.” 
And they were like, “Oh man, really?” The 
guy they chose was a really good bass player. 
A thousand times better than me, for sure. 








Meanwhile, I was still doing that other 
interview, and I had a deadline. So, | was 
pacing around outside the front of the SST 
warehouse on the phone with Keith Morris, 
telling him about my experience. He was 
like, “Yeah, you should join Black Flag! 
You could write a book about it. They might 
make a movie out of your life!” It was kinda 
sad because I had already. decided not to do 
it. So it gets weirder! I had told Trevor, the 
publicist of Flag, the other reunion... 

Mike: Who were so good. I don’t know if 
you saw them or not. 

Erica: Probably the best band | had ever 
seen. I told Trevor, “You should get me on 
tour with them, ha ha.” Trevor, it turns out, 
was an old Scam reader who had gotten a 
copy of Scam #2 at the Fireside Bowl. 
Mike: Oh, no shit! 

Erica: Yeah, Trevor de Brauw. He’s in a 
famous art-metal instrumental band Pelican. 
He was doing publicity for Flag. Months go 
by and he emails and says, “I’m still working 
on this tour idea. Everyone’s into it except for 
one, and I’m still working on him.” Then he 
writes me a week later and he says, “You’re 
on! You can tour with Flag.” 

I would go see them in Philly and have all 
access hang, interview, and not go with them 
to New York. But I’d see them in New York, 
and then I’d get in the van to go to Boston. | 
don’t think any reporter ever got in the van! 
Their tour was five days long, and | did that 
day with them and was at those shows. That 
was a whole different experience! It was 
insane how good that band was. 

Mike: That was the Boston show at the 
Paradise? 

Erica: Yeah! Were you there? 

Mike: I was. 

Erica: Killer! Weren’t they so great? 

Mike: They were stunning. I couldn’t believe 
how good they were. 

Erica: I couldn’t believe it either. It was 
beyond belief. That gig was supposed to be 
a write-up for Vice. For me it was a crazy 
dream come true. I filled this whole notebook 
interviewing different members and spent 
tons of time with Dukowski, listening to his 
philosophy. There’s another one you could 
get in the room with Palmolive and Watt. 
[laughs]. 

But then I went to write the piece 
and the editor wanted six hundred words, 
something so small. That’s not even a 
story! At least twelve hundred words. 
He was like, “I don’t even see why this 
matters.” No reporter’s ever been in the 
van, man! And they were offering me 
some insane amount of money—like, a 
hundred dollars or something. I was like, 
“You know, I’m not even going to write 
the story. It’s too stupid.” 
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By that time, I felt cynical about the whole 
endeavor. It was clear from being with them 
that the amount of bad blood between those 
two camps was depressing. The two tours 
were strategically part of a lawsuit. Both sides 
needed to be active to claim the logo and the 
material and stuff, That was clear to me, though 
I felt like the other former members of Black 
Flag had a case for back pay. It made sense, to 
me that they’d try to get it however they could. 
Mike: “The Case for Black Flag Reparations.” 
Erica: The whole thing felt so gross that I 
was like, “Cool, I have that experience. If I 
don’t try to explain this for this busted-ass 
website, then I’m going to feel more like a 
whole person again, and I’ll find a hundred 
dollars someplace else.” 

Mike: Thanks for sharing. Is it okay to use 
this in the interview? 

Erica: Yeah. | realize as I’m telling you that 
no one knows I went on that tour. 

Mike: This is a scoop! 

Erica: | had a wonderful time with them. 
They’re wonderful people, and the vibe was 
a lot more posi than it was over in the Ginn 
world. I had a sense that they all had a great 
deal of affection for each other. 


Mike: Anything you want to mention before 
we wrap it up? 

Erica: I’m still making magazines. I’m 
slowly working on a new Scam right now. 
Hopefully another one will be out this year. 
I think it’s great that people still do fanzines. 
Self-publishing is important. I don’t just say 
that as a platitude. It has a tremendous use. 
Every time I’ve moved somewhere, l’ve 
made a magazine so I could find the people I 
wanted to be hanging out with. It has a strong 
community-building function. 

If you look at magazines, they’re all 
about demographics: If you go and check out 
a magazine shelf at a supermarket, there’s a 
magazine for every niche. There’s a utopian 
aspect—you can invent a subjectivity in a 
magazine, an imagined audience. You can 
say, “This is the kind of person I’m trying 
to reach” and the existence of the magazine 
makes it seem real. And often it is real. You 
put the thing out and those people come 
forward. That kind of magic trick of self- 
publishing is still useful and important. 

We need to seriously think about the kinds 
of conversations we’re having on corporate 
social media platforms, as well. We have to 
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think about how our discourse becomes part 
of an income generator for these corporations 
rather than something that we truly own. 
The interfaces of the social media platforms 
encourage declamatory utterances rather than 
true conversation. I think that the form of the 
social media made it restrictive to find ways 
to have important, meaningful conversations 
about what we’re doing. 

I don’t know, I got a lot of shit for writing 
that story for Vice, you know? Some haters 
were like, “That’s fucked up that you’d write 
for this corporate outlet.” I was like, “You’re 
complaining about this on Facebook. I don’t 
understand where you draw the line that feels 
comfortable.” 


ericadawnlyle.com 


RAZDORCAKE 45 





AVY MARTIN WONG AND TODD TAYLOR 


PHOTOS BY EDWARD COLVER, MARTIN AONGAND WI 
: LAY OUT BY JESSEE ZERO: ae : 


5 Le ee 
2 ae 


ae 
Da Bia at 








L.A.'S FRONTIER RECORDS WOULD HAVE 
A HANDFUL OF KEY YEARS IN THE ‘80S. 
TIME, FUELED THE RISE OF 
ADOLESCENTS’ "BLUE" ALBUM 


BEEN LEGENDARY EVEN IF IT EXISTED ONLY 
THAT'S BECAUSE FRONTIER, DURING THAT 


HARDCORE PUNK (CIRCLE JERKS’ GROUP SEX IN 1980, 


IN 1981), DEATH ROCK (T.S.0O.L.'S DANCE WITH ME IN 


1981, CHRISTIAN DEATH'S ONLY THEATRE OF PAIN IN 1982), THE PAISLEY 
UNDERGROUND (THE SALVATION ARMY IN 1982 AND THE THREE O'CLOCK'S SIXTEEN 


TAMBOURINES LP IN 


SELF-TITLED DEBUT IN 1983). THE RESULT: 


1983), AND CROSSOVER THRASH (SUICIDAL TENDENCIES’ 
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Todd: Let’s talk about your fortieth 
anniversary. It’s no small shakes! 

Lisa: No, it’s not! We’re breaking up our 
fortieth into two nights because it’s too mean 
to put the pop rock people in front of the 
punkers, who would probably take off their 
shoes and throw them atthe stage. We’re going 
to do two sequential Sundays. November 7 
will be The Lilys, Flying Colour, hopefully 
the Young Fresh Fellows, and I’m going to 
ask everyone and see who we.can get. And 
then on November 15, the Adolescents will 
headline the punk rock one. 

Martin: [joking] I’m sure you were 
thinking, “What am I going to do for my 
fortieth anniversary?” when you put out that 
first Flyboys EP. 
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Lisa: | was thinking, “People will totally 
want this Circle Jerks or Suicidal Tendencies 
record that I totally haven’t thought of!” 
It was just something to do. I worked on 
fanzines and I worked at Bomp! and Vinyl 
Fetish and I thought, “I'll put out a record, see 
what happens.” And I never, ever dreamed it 
would be more than that one record. 

The official first record was March 1980. 
It was such a torturous thing. I had no idea 
what I was doing, and when I got the copies 
of the records, the band broke up. Oh, well. 
That was a noble experiment. 
Todd: It always helps sales when the band 
breaks up prior to the record coming out! 
Lisa: And nobody liked them anyway. The 
Flyboys were definitely opening, opening 
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status. I mean, I really liked them a lot, but 
they were not headliners. Putting out a record 
by a band that nobody heard of that was not 
going to play any more—all right! 

Todd: But didn’t the drummer, Dennis, go on 
to The Crowd? There’s some legacy there. 
Lisa: Definitely. And their first single, 
“Crayon World,” is a phenomenal 45 that 
is still worth a ton of dough. People want to 
collect that because you can’t buy it. 
Martin: But I love how you keep repressing 
records to keep stuff out there and keep the 
prices low. 

Todd: What record have you repressed 
the most? 

Lisa: Suicidal Tendencies is definitely the 
biggest seller. The band is still playing 
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and even metal people buy it. With Rainbo 
(record pressing plant) closing, I’ve had to 
redo a lot of the metal work because files for 
the art were gone. I had to change templates 
and deal with all these details to get it back 
in print. And then the bottom falls out of 
everything. | call friends at local record stores 
and they say, “We’re open but we’re going 
to close because no one is buying records.” 
Meanwhile, I owe the plant a lot of money. 
And then there was the lacquer fire at Apollo. 
Maybe I’ve been at the party too long. 
Martin: But long enough for bands to get 
back together again, like the Circle Jerks! 
Lisa: Full circle, where they’ve gone 
through the whole cycle of not liking each 
other, not talking, documentaries, and 
whatever. Then, on a Jawbreaker level, 
they say, “Okay! We put it aside and we’re 
going to play again.” I certainly hope they 
get their day in the sun because it doesn’t 
look good for Punk Rock Bowling. 
Martin: Has the fortieth anniversary of that 
record brought up any new memories or 
thoughts about the Circle Jerks? 

Lisa: I knew Keith forever. I didn’t know him 
by name but we were always at the exact same 
concerts: Roxy Music, Ramones, you name it. 
Then when I saw Black Flag (with Keith as 
the lead singer), I thought, “That guy!” 

I did that one record (Group Sex), and it 
wasn’t that tough of a process. It should have 
been a lot tougher! They worked with Robbie 
Fields before, and everyone who works with 
Posh Boy once doesn’t want to do it again. We 
called up Lucky (Lehrer drummer), and he was 
kind of difficult but we had a nice conversation. 
Theard he said, “No girl is going to put out my 
record!” And he kept checking with people, 
because he lived in an apartment right behind 
the Whisky—you can see all the photos of 
them cutting each other’s tongues—and 
talked to Kim Fowley, maybe asked Rodney 
Bingenheimer. I’m sure they asked Slash first 
and must have been turned down. I don’t know 
why they’d go with me over Slash. 

I played it for Greg Shaw, my then- 
boss at Bomp!, and he said, “I don’t know 
what this crap is but I do not like it.” So I 
was not disloyal. He liked the original punk 
stuff— obviously the Zeros and Weirdos, but 
did not get hardcore. That was good, because 
I probably would have passed it along for 
easiness sake. 





‘THAVE A CERTAIN SKILE-SET, AND I DON'T 


SEE [T BEING VALUABLE TO ANYONE. | JUST 


WANT THAT SOCIRL SECURITY CHECK'TO 
LUMP OVER IT. PM ALMOST THERES 


Todd: Was your mom doing the books from 
the very beginning? 

Lisa: Yeah. My mom did my books until 
the very end when she couldn’t do them 
any more. Thank god for that. It saved me a 
zillion dollars, and I hate bookkeeping. 
Todd: Besides getting your mom to do the 
books, what other advice do you have or 
what else have you learned over forty years? 
Lisa: It helps if you have good taste, versus 
bad taste. 

Todd: Sure. 

Lisa: There aren’t a whole lot of labels that 
have gone the distance, other than majors 
who have all the bad taste they want. And 
even they have to have some hits. There were 
years where I didn’t have anything that sold 
and the early records always paid the bills. 
As much IJ love Thin White Rope, I wouldn’t 
have stayed open if I didn’t have the ’80s 
punk rock to make up for it. 

And I would say, let the bands have their 
way as much as you possibly can. Don’t try 
to micromanage them. Don’t tell them they’re 
not right about the artwork or whatever, 
There have been some really dumb calls that 
I’ve went along with, but nothing that was 
too offensive. Just dumb jokes that weren’t 
funny. I’d say, “You’ll really hate that,” and 
they’d test my judgment. 

Beas nice to the bands as you can. I usually 
do one-offs, so there is no point in acting like 
some hotshot bigwig. Let them record the 
record they want to. The band’s instincts are 
the best, so why would I know better than they 
do about how to play their songs? 

That’s what was so funny about Posh 
Boy. Not to keep ragging on him, but I don’t 
know how to produce records. I was in the 
studio in the early days just to make sure 
they didn’t beat each other up or wreck the 
studio. But I didn’t say, “That take was great! 
Thumbs up!” I remember the Adolescents 
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record the best. They would just crack jokes, 
make fun of each other, and be ridiculous the 
entire time. 

Martin: The Blue Record turns forty next 
year, right? 

Lisa: Yes! Tony’s dream for many, many 
years has been to make the Blue Album as 
four 45s. The tracks are digitally remastered 
and when we went back to listen to the tapes 
we found really cool stuff, like a bit of them 
talking—them ragging on each other, and 
making fun of Thom Wilson. We didn’t add a 
ton of that; we just salt and peppered it with 
those. It’s really amazing and people will 
love it. 

But there’s a new wrinkle in making 
records: The lacquer place (Apollo/Transco) 
burned up and there are no 7” lacquers in the 
United States at all! But if 1 can get someone 
in Europe to press it, I’ll do it. Their fortieth 
is next year, so maybe someone will find a 
box of 7” blanks or something. 

Todd: When they recorded that record, they 
were kids! 

Lisa: I think Tony was eighteen. But I think 
Frank was fifteen and Steve was sixteen. 
Rikk was probably eighteen or nineteen. 
They were literally kids who couldn’t stay 
inside the clubs they were playing. 

Todd: Were you floored by how well formed 
their music was at such an early age? 

Lisa: It was astounding! I don’t think I read 
or knew that much about them, although I 
heard them on Rodney. I thought they were 
called the Adolescents. I didn’t know they 
were literally adolescents. 

Frank was the one who called me up in- 
between doing homework or something, and 
said, “I have to go to school!” I asked, “How 
old are you guys?” And even though Tony 
may have been eighteen, he looked like he 
was ten. He looked younger than all those 
guys. And they had such polished songs 
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because there were various incarnations of 
the band since ’79 or something like that. 
Martin: And those are on the demos you 
put out? 

Lisa: Yes, from a cassette. One of the 
heartbreakers in my life has been that 
no one has been able to find the actual 
tapes. The original, original versions of 
“Amoeba” and “Do the Eddy”—nobody 
can find any of the stuff that Chaz Ramirez 
recorded. Maybe somebody swooped 
down on it or taped over it, but they are 
just gone. We had whatever Tony had in 
his house. Crazy. 

Martin: But those are like the Holy Grail! 
Lisa: I know! The versions are so great that 
you’d listen to them if they were soaked 
underwater. I called Rodney and he said he 
didn’t know what he was playing or if they 
were on a cart or what. Those are gone, too, 
from all the different incarnations of Rodney 
and all of his engineers. Hopefully, they'll 
show up some day. 

Martin: There are people out there who will 
say they heard the songs on Rodney (KROQ 
DJ) and swear they’re different versions of 
what’s out there. They know the versions in 
their heads so well, but that’s the only place 
where they exist! 





Lisa: The second you were done in the 
studio, you’d run it over and get it to Rodney 
somehow so he’d be the first to play it. 
Todd: Didn’t Frontier release some 
Dangerhouse comps, too? 

Lisa: I represent Dangerhouse, too. All the 
stuff is in print on Frontier. And I still have 
more, but I feel like the third volume is really 
not that good. People would probably want 
to hear it at this point, but it’s like almost 
imperceptibly different mixes. We also put 
out the Yes L.A. record, two versions of 
compilations, and a few more things. 
Martin: How did you get the keys to 
Dangerhouse? 

Lisa: I was really good friends with David 
Brown because he was in the Screamers 
when I originally met them. He was not 
speaking to his former business partner, 
Pat Garrett. So Danny Benair from The 
Three O’Clock and I were trying to get 
him to talk. I didn’t want to re-release the 
7” singles as they were, and wanted to put 
them on acomp. They thought there was no 
purpose because Me Want Breakfast! was 
out and they thought nobody cared. After 
much talking, the first one (Dangerhouse 
Volume One) came out in ’91 and did 
pretty well. 


‘THOUGHT THEY WERE GRILLED THE ADOLESCENTS. 


‘EDIDIPT KNOW THEY WERE LITERALLY ADOLESCENTS. 
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We have a Bags track in the new Wes 
Anderson movie, which is pretty exciting! 
It’s called French Dispatch and they use 
“Survive.” I almost fell over when I got that 
request because I love Wes Anderson. And 
when I told Alice and Pat, they fainted, too. 
Martin: A lot of people who run labels love 
punk rock but are lacking on the business 
side. Is that something that you’ve had to 
work on? 

Lisa: Absolutely. I’m still totally woeful at 
business. Had I had the time to go to college 
and learn anything about business, it would 
have been really good. But I just jumped into 
it. When I started, I didn’t know anything 
about publishing, none of the jargon—I 
didn’t care. I just figured it out. And if I knew 
about overextending and balance sheets, I 
probably wouldn’t have done anything! 
Todd: Have there been cases where a band’s 
expectations were way over what their actual 
sales were? 

Lisa: Definitely. I wouldn’t say I am super 
timely when it comes to royalties but they 
get it in the end. Or I give them records to 
take on tour. But sometimes there will be 
a disgruntled person who gets a lawyer on 
my case and I’ll say, “Here’s your hundred 
dollars. Go away!” 

I can’t think of anybody who I’ve had 
hatred or wars with because it’s better to just 
let go. A lot of bands got poached when I 
would sign them for more than one record. I 
signed Elliott Smith via his band Heatmiser. 
They swore they didn’t want to be on a 
major label, but when major labels came 
calling I got boxed out. It was really hard 
and really awful to have to let go, but what 
could I possibly do? I couldn’t compete with 
Dreamworks. 

Martin: You were there for all the early 
L.A. and Orange County punk bands, but 
then you’ve had bands like Heatmiser from 
Portland, American Music Club from San 
Francisco, and Flop from Seattle. 

Lisa: Flop is one of those bands I put out that 
didn’t sell any copies at all. But I looked on 
Discogs out of curiosity and Flop records sell 
for a lot. It’s funny because I used to have 
an office and when I moved home there were 
so many records I had to throw them in a 
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dumpster because I would never pay for a 
storage space. 

I also worked with Shame Idols from 
Birmingham. Kurt Bloch produced them and 
Jaime Hernandez did the art. I finally got Jaime’s 
art for Frontier’s fortieth, so I’ll finally have an 
ad for Razorcake that isn’t the sticker! I was on 
his case to have it be inclusive—weight-wise 
and boys and girls and everything—so it went 
through many iterations. I just got it colored 
and it will be awesome. 

Martin: You also had Jaime do artwork for 
the three 7” singles by Adolescents, Christian 
Death, and Weirdos that you released through 
K&L Winery. I was lucky and went to the 
opening, but I don’t think a lot of people 
know about them. 

Lisa: Didn’t they sound amazing? Everything 
sounds better on a 45. That’s what’s great 
about opening up a record and spreading out 
the grooves and not having them squished 
onto an LP. That was one of the coolest 
promo things ever. 

Martin: You’ve suffered through so many 
distributors going out of business, lacquers 
going up in smoke, and everything else, so 
RAZDACAKE 50 


it was cool that you could have one little 
reward like that. And before you worked at 
records stores, you worked at a comic book 
store, right? 

Lisa: I did. Well, my high school job was Bond 
Street Books on Wilcox, across from the “other” 
Frolic Room. It was really cool. In those days, 
maybe °75 or ’76, all the local bands would 
come in to buy comics, but it was pre-punk— 
right on the cusp of punk happening. 

Martin: It must have been cool to’ have 
underground comics and underground music 
and all this other stuff going on to inform you 
and divert you from sensible career choices 
you might have had in store for you. 

Lisa: I never had any career path. It was one 
day at a time. “Oh, the comic book gig is over? 
Pll work at Licorice Pizza!” I worked at two 


“of them, and the one in the (San Fernando) 


Valley was the punk rock Licorice Pizza. We 
had Cliff from The Weirdos, Steve from The 
Quick, Kid Congo, Don Snowden... We had 
the worst attitudes. Now I feel bad for the 
people who came in because we thought we 
were so cool. Customers would come up to 
me all the time and say, “Take this shit off!” 





“You don’t like X-Ray Spex? I got something 
worse. How about some Throbbing Gristle?” 
Martin: Over forty years of toiling, have you 
ever thought, “This isn’t worth it. I’m just 
going to get a straight job”? 

Lisa: There have been some real serious 
valleys, real economic collapses where 
distributors collapse and then there’s a 
domino effect. A big distributor goes down, 
they take down all these record stores and 
they don’t pay. 

In the ’90s, I had to make some hasty 
and poor decisions about who was going 
to distribute my records. It was interesting 
and it was a fiasco being with BMG for 
three years. That taught me what the whole 
corporate world was like and it was a horrible 
fit. | went from BMG to Rykodisc, and they 
were the nicest people in the world but you 
could tell, musically, it just didn’t fit. Then 
I licensed my top sellers to Epitaph, who 
gave me an advance and then I didn’t receive 
anything for three years and was left with the 
stuff that didn’t sell. 

I had to get a job, so I worked at MCA 
for a year. I was in their creative department 





and wrote copy for their ads. But the waste 
and graft and terrible music! I was there for 
the Sublime era and hits like “Barbie Girl.” It 
was a nightmare. 

Then I worked at a place called World of 
Wonder while trying to get the label back on 
its wheels. I actually loved it and would go 
back in a minute, but TV is hell. 

Once we got the records back in print 
and remastered in the early 2000s, I. was 
with Mordam. I was there for two years and 
then the company got sold. It’s been like Mr. 
Toad’s Wild Ride all the time, but I’m just too 
stubborn or dumb to give up. Now it’s too late. 
What else am I going to do? I have a certain 
skill set, and I don’t see it being valuable to 
anyone. I just want that Social Security check 
to lump over it. I’m almost there! 

Todd: Are you with Beer City now? 

Lisa: It’s called ILD with my partner Mike 
Beer from Beer City, and we were with a 
company that fell apart twice. We wound up 
at a place called Doghouse, which bought 
Mordam. That folded and we both got 
stiffed. Then the employees took over, and 
we thought, “Yeah! That’s great.” It was 


called ILC and then that folded. 1 got burned 
hard—like high five figures. So we decided 
to start our own distributor. Believe it or 
not, I’ve never met Mike. Maybe that’s the 
secret of our success. We’ve got our labels— 
Sympathy, Dionysus, anda lot of metal 
labels you guys have probably never heard 
of—and we’ve been going since 2011. We’re 
not giant, but we still get paid every month 
and that’s fine with me. 

Todd: There’s something to be said for being 
a survivor. 

Lisa: We’ve had to belt tighten and belt 
tighten... I used to have offices and a lot 
of employees. We had a marketing guy. We 
even had a college radio guy. Is there still 
college radio? I guess, but they don’t come 
to me for MP3s. 

Martin: They just play stuff off YouTube! 
Lisa: Exactly. I have a radio station and I 
peel the sound off YouTube. I’m terrible for 
that! But you know what? I will buy it if I 
like it. 

Martin: I love your KXFU show. When I 
listen to your shows, the love for all kinds of 
music really comes through. I like how you 
talk between songs about Bowie songs that 
no one has heard and stuff like that. 

Lisa: No one ever says anything and I never 
get feedback. I don’t have to worry about if 
it’s successful or if it makes money. It’s totally 
for fun. But all the songs are great and they 
stream all the time: I’m supposed to ask Liz 
at Spaceland if she’ll buy commercials, but 
I just can’t ask people fot money. It doesn’t 
monetize itself in any way. 

Todd: Just getting together, hanging out, and 
playing music is a reason in itself. 

Martin: You’ve stuck around long enough 
for some bands to get back together, but 
others have kept going like T.S.0.L. and 
Redd Kross. Do The Damned count as a 
Frontier band? 

Lisa: I think they do. When they first came 
to town, Danny Benair was my boyfriend and 
we would stalk bands at the Tropicana. No 
matter how hung over they were, everybody 
would eventually stagger out of their hotel 
rooms and hang out around the pool, so we’d 
lounge around and say, “Hey! You’re in The 
Damned!” And they’d say, “Why, yes, | am.” 
And we’d drive them all over. So I knew 
The Damned and we were friends and stuff 
like that. When Damned, Damned, Damned 
was out of print in the States, which seems 
unfathomable, I asked to put it out through 
a label called Demon that I used to license 
Thin White Rope records to. Then Demon 
got sold to Sanctuary, and that was the end of 
that. But it sure was great for a little while! 
Martin: If we wait long enough, do you 
think death rock, the Paisley Underground, 
and some of the other post-punk genres will 
come back? 

Lisa: People are really fired up about 
paisley! I would say everyone is nostalgic 
for anything mid-’80s to mid-’90s that isn’t 
terrible. We’re going to be hearing Green On 
Red comps and I don’t know what else. Last 
Friday, I did an entire hour-long podcast about 
The Three O’Clock. I signed them in 1982 
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as the Salvation Army. Again, I heard them 
on Rodney, who played the “Mind Gardens” 
single, which was on New Alliance, and 
demos. The moment I heard Quercio’s voice. 
I thought, “That is amazing! I must find him.” 
And they had a guitar player named Johnny 
Blazing. I have no idea what happened to 
him, but he was absolutely incredible. I put 
out their full-length and then we got a cease- 
and-desist letter from the Salvation Army. I 
was like, “Think of a new name, because I’m 
not getting sued.” 

Martin: Did you have both Salvation Army 
and Red Cross when they were getting sued? 
Lisa: Redd Kross had already changed their 
name when I bought Born Innocent from 
Smoke Seven. They already had to contend 
with it, and the original copies of the record 
are spelled c-r-o-s-s if you are lucky enough to 
have one. My artwork already had the “k.” 
Todd: You are very aware of collecting. Are 
you ever in conflict about keeping a record in 
print when you know they would increase in 
value if you didn’t? 

Lisa: Not really. The things I have in print 
are things that make sense. And then some 
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LE FEU ET LE SABLE 
LIMITED EDITION VINYL 


end album by Punk 4=piece from 
Chicago, Illinois, featuring 
members from The Bomb, The 


Methadones, and Bow & Spear. This 
is a band making urgent and 
catchy music in the present. The 
album was produced by Derek Grant 
CG's Shel aU AD mee: MD oY Gab e-t MBE TT 
(Saves the Day). 
































SCREAMING AT TRAFFIC 
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LIMITED EDITION VINYL 


Debut album from the Punk Rock 
cosmonauts from Winnipeg, Mb, 
Canada, who are made up of Duncan 
Murta, Paul Colman, and Stefan 
ha Godard. Libs K oh i a noefrills 
emompunk riffing add to the 
group's frenzied live perfomances 
and raw, yet melodic songwriting. 


wwwelittlerocketrecords.coeuk 
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New Full length LP from the 
Former Cell Mates front man, with 
contributions from members of 
Hyde & Beast, plus Futureheads 
front man, Barry Hyde. Burdon’s 
songwriting has matured, whilst 
fale es) live Sates] retain the 
spontanaeity and excitement of 
his punk rock background. 
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DAVE SMALLEY $ THE BANDOLEROS 
JOIN THE DUTSIDERS 
LIMITED EDITION COLOURED VINYL 


Dave Smalley, the legendary Punk 
Rock singer (DYS, All, Dag Nasty, 
Down by Law) has a new band. 
Formed in 2017, Mr. Smalley has 
united with The Bandeoleros, 
three Spanish gys, and one crazy 
Argentinian, to create 11 solid 
bs)bbel ame b metory 
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A collaboration between Jordan 
Joyes, of American Punk/Bluegrass 
outfit Gallows Bound and Canadian 
Chuck Coles of the Creep Show / 
Organ thieves. Their captivating 
writing styles, strong vocals and 
acoustic melodies, blend together 
Seamlessly. 
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poke emt Oe release 
multi-female fronted, eclectic, 
eccentric, theatrical, kicking 
and screaming, face melting misic 
machine from Philadelphia & 
Trenton. A diverse appreciation 
for music and varied influences 
commands a truly unique sound. 
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things we have mail-order only. And some 
things we have digital only. But, believe me, 
if we have something that will sell, I’m going 
to sell it. 

Todd: | think of Frontier, like Dischord, as 
having your sellers always available for a 
reasonable price as a public service in lot of 
ways. And the legacy of your bands keeps 
getting bigger, too: 

Lisa: I hope so! Funny, | finally met Ian 
MacKaye in person after we’d been sending 
each other records for years. I remember Jack 
Rabid was at my house and I randomly got 
a package from Ian and Jello Biafra on the 
same day. He said, “Is this what your mail 
looks like?” 

Martin: But for someone who’s had some 
rough spells, I feel like you still go for it and 
release stuff that not everyone may be into, 
like Charles Manson puppet shows. 

Lisa: I can put out vanity things that I think 
are funny or cool, but not all the time. And 
that’s my. best friend John Roecker, who is 
a genius. 

The Lilys are a nice surprise. I put those 
out because I’m a big fan but people are 
really, really excited. And it’s a niche thing, 
but they’re steady sellers and I get emails all 
the time asking when I’m going to re-release 
another Lilys thing. They’re headlining the 
Frontier pop night. 

Martin: I mentioned your fortieth anniversary 
shows to Jawbreaker’s Adam Pfahler and he 
got really excited about seeing all the Frontier 
bands, but didn’t even connect right away 
that his band California was one of them. 
Lisa: When Jawbreaker got back together, I 
suggested strongly that it was time for them 
to put out a 45 on Frontier, but they’d change 
the subject every time. 

Martin: Are there other bands that you really 
tried to get, but got away? 

Lisa: | hate telling this story because it’s the 
biggest heartbreaker of all time, but I was the 
first person who tried to sign The Pixies, so I 
actually had a shot. They were adamant that 
they had a record out in September of °87, 
but I had no lines of credit or anything and all 
finances were completely shot, and asked if 
they could wait until January. They put it out 
on Rough Trade and then the whole world 
went completely insane. It was devastating 
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and it still kills me. The person who turned me 
onto them was a guy named Phast Phreddie, 
who was on tour with The Plimsouls. He 
brought back a cassette and said, “This is the 
greatest band in the universe and you must 
sign them!” Anyway... 

Martin: Did you see Phast Phreddie when he 
came through town a few weeks ago? 

Lisa: He played in the Valley and he played 
in Palm Springs, and that was when I had 
the flu and couldn’t drag myself out. But 
I’ve known Phreddie forever, and he has the 
best stories. His magazine, Backdoor Man, 
was one of the first things I ever wrote for. 
The first Runaways show was in his living 
room in Torrance. I was in high school, and 
most of us had kind of permissive parents or 
whatever, but they would have parties with 
five hundred people there! 

Todd: You wrote the liner notes for The 
Runaways record, didn’t you? 

Lisa: It was a cover story for Bomp! and then 
they used it, which was so awesome. I also 
got Kim to let them play my high school! I 
knew them the most when they were a three- 
piece, and they needed a lot of work when 
Cherie just joined the band. So they played 
John H. Francis Polytechnic High School to 
not very many people. They liked Pink Floyd 
and stuff with giant, two-story keyboards and 
hated it. It was symptomatic of my entire life 
in the Valley as a teen. 

Martin: You also had liner notes in the Quick 
reissue. Anything else? 

Lisa: Yes, I ran the Quick fan club and | 
wrote that stuff. I have written the notes for 
three or four different Bobby Fuller comps 
and am obsessed with him. Bomp! was 
always good friends and I’ve written liner 
notes for their comps. 

Todd: Outside of music, what keeps you 
inspired to do Frontier? 

Lisa: I’m just so entrenched in still being 
a super music fan. I have other interests 
like movies and I’ve worked with the West 
Memphis 3 for fourteen or fifteen years. I 
have all these irons in the fire that no one even 
knows about to keep me sane and help me 
deal with the music biz. But I’ve never really 
been part of the music business. I was never 
a player or did player-y things. If I didn’t do 
Frontier, I’d still see bands all the time. I'd 
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still see movies and go to art galleries. I’m 
good friends with Danny at Lethal Amounts 
and try to help out when I can in the art world, 
outsider world, and all that. 

Martin: I see you pretty often at dives like 
the Redwood or the old Café NELA. 

Lisa: Anyone who works at home loves to go 
out. People say, “What are you doing here?” 
but why wouldn’t I be at The Redwood when 
The Zeros are there? There are a lot of bands I 
like that aren’t on Frontier, and not having to 
put their records out is dynamite. I love being 
a fan of bands like the Rough Kids. I dig that 
band, and can’t wait for them to play again! 
Todd: I have the inside scoop because 
Ethan from Rough Kids is Razorcake’s 
bookkeeper. 

Lisa: You have a bookkeeper. And he’s in 
Rough Kids. I’m jealous! 

Martin: So what records can we look 
forward to? 

Lisa: Believe it or not, there are two demos 
I did with Christian Death in ’82 when they 
were supposed to do a second album. It’s 
vintage, primo-era Christian Death and they 
are slightly different mixes. We made an EP 
out of them called The Invocation. I’m putting 
out a Lilys record called A Brief History of 
Amazing Letdowns. I’m sure you’ ve heard of 
areally super great local band called The Flat 
Worms. I’d compare them to Pink Flag-era 
Wire. They’re on Drag City, and I’m putting 
out a live record with those guys. 

I hope to put out the Adolescents 45s. 
And The Weirdos have been recording a new 
record but they do things on their time. There’s 
just no making it happen faster. It could take 
five years, ten years. It took me almost twenty 
years to put out the first comp. (Weird World 
Volume 1). Hopefully, they’ll make the new 
record a little quicker than that. 

Martin: So much great music. Yet, Frontier 
doesn’t have the same notoriety or fanaticism 
as Slash or Dangerhouse. Why is that? 

Lisa: I get written out of history all the time 
and I get very bitter about it. It’s just one of 
those things. 

Martin: Maybe it’s because you kept going 
and never stopped? 

Lisa: They want to miss you but you won’t 
go away. I’d love to take five years off, 
but I wouldn’t come back! 
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I didn’t know Oakland existed before Brontez Purnell. I remember 
being sixteen and asking where his electroclash band Gravy Train!!!! 
was from. “Oakland,” my friend responded. “It’s near San Francisco. 
But like, dirtier.” This description of Oakland is also a pretty accurate 
description of Brontez himself, at least his early work as a go-go boy/ 
singer in Gravy Train!!!! and his book Johnny Would You Love Me If 
My Dick Were Bigger. But he’s also branched out into more romantic 
and gentle territory over the years with work like his ditty BP punk 
band The Younger Lovers. 


Brontez has always been himself, even going back to his days as a baby 
gay growing up black and high pitched in the Deep South hamlet 
of Triana, Ala. (population 496). At the same time—in his semi- 

autobiographical debut novel Since I Laid My Burden Down and in 
his persona—Brontez doesn’t shy from admitting he wants acceptance 
and love from others in his community. It’s this vulnerability that makes 
him more believable to me than other queer artists who choose to 
present as indestructible. Brontez’s creative efforts are most commonly 
characterized by acceptance and fascination with these sorts of conflicts 
and contradictions in human interaction: individuality vs. acceptance, 
sexual freedom vs. emotional heartbreak, bottoming vs. pain. 


Along with being a musician and a writer, Brontez is also a dancer 
and filmmaker. The work of the Brontez Purnell Dance Company, 
which he founded in 2009, recalls a more soulful, DIY Michael 
Clark in its conjunction of rock’n’roll and modern dance. Along those 
same lines he also directed the documentary Unstoppable Feat: The 
Dances of Ed Mock, which shed light on the work of the experimental 
gay black dancer, a fixture in the San Francisco dance community 
who passed away from AIDS in 1986. “I felt like I connected to an 
ancestor I didn’t know I had,” Brontez recently told Alabama Public 
Access. “It filled in a lot of pieces about my own life.” 


Introducing me to Oakland is not the only first that Brontez represents 
in my life. One of the very first concerts I ever attended was seeing 
Gravy Train!!!! open for Le Tigre in Philly circa 2004. Seeing 
Brontez and company exposing themselves figuratively and actually on 
stage in a parade of dayglo sleaze changed my entire concept of what 
performance could be. It was a feeling of shock that I was exceptionally 
receptive to when I was sixteen. So I was thrilled when Daryl asked 
me if I wanted to Skype with Brontez on a Sunday morning for a 
meet-cute with this heroic California-based artist. I had too many 
questions to ask Brontez Purnell to fit in a single interview—did 
Gravy Train!!!! get any royalties when their song “Hella Nervous” 
was utilized in the adult film Neu Wave Hookers? That question 
didn’t make the cut. 
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This interview took place at the end of the 
Jirst week of quarantine. 


Brontez: | can’t wait to spill my guts. You 
know, we’re in quite a predicament. 

Daryl: Yeah, it’s pretty weird, right? 
Brontez: Uhm-hum. 

Daryl: What’s your situation at the moment? 
Brontez: I’m staying my ass in the house. 
I'll go get a burrito, I’ll die for that. [laughs] 
Daryl: I mean, if you’re going to die for 
anything. 

Brontez: That’s right, goddammit. Fuck it. 
It’s a good thing I didn’t get on Megabus. 
Daryl: Speaking of Megabus, how does one 
get chlamydia from Megabus? 

Brontez: You simply sit on it. [laughs] Last 
time I came down on Megabus, it was pretty 
crazy—this woman from Santa Cruz had this 
pet goat and the goat was giving me so much 
attitude, and I was like, “Can I take a picture 
with your goat?” And she was like, “No, she 
hates when people take her energy like that.” 
[laughs] And I was like, “Well damn, fuck! 
Excuse me!” 

Johnnie: That’s wild. 

Daryl: The goat was on the bus? 

Brontez: No, I made that up. 

Daryl: Oh. 

Brontez and Johnnie: [laughs] 

Johnnie: I’m excited for this interview. 
It’s like one of those, “Can you trust the 
narrator?” type of things. 

Daryl: Can we trust the narrator? 

Brontez: It’s like an Edgar Allen Poe tale! 
Johnnie: Yes! 

Brontez: Did you learn about unreliable 
narrators too? In high school, while reading 
the “Tell Tale Heart”? 

Johnnie: | think I learned about it from an 
article I read in Game Informer about Final 
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Fantasy VII, so | don’t even know if I’m using 
the term accurately. But I think it means that 
the narrator isn’t always telling the truth. 
Brontez: Essentially, yeah. The one in “Tell 
Tale Heart” is interesting because he thinks 
he’s telling the truth. But no, I’ll give you the 
real tea on this all day; I was just joking to see 
if you all had a sense of humor, and you do! 
Daryl: Growing up in the small town of 
Triana, Alabama, which has a population of 
less than a thousand. 

Brontez: When I grew up, there was four 
hundred. 

Daryl: That’s really small. 

Brontez: Yeah, I would say in one way it was 
so challenging, but in another way I look back 
on it and feel like I was “the only boy in the 
world doing what I was doing.” You really 
get to define yourself in isolation, in a way! I 
don’t know if 1 would’ve built the thing that I 
built if 1 hadn’t grown up like that. I meet so 
many kids who grew up with access to other 
punks all the time, and other things. They had 
problems that I didn’t have growing up. It’s 
always this crazy tit-for-tat. Plus, I’m older 
now and the older you get, you just make 
peace with whatever your circumstance was. 
There were lots of years where I was really 
angry about that and blah, blah, blah. But 
now I’m glad for it in this weird way. J would 
never do it again. [laughs] 

Daryl: Looking back on it, what was 
something that really meant a lot? 

Brontez: It felt like hell at the time. I 
don’t want to romanticize it. There’s just 
something special about waiting for a Kill 
Rock Stars order for three weeks [laughs] 
in the middle of a small town. And then one 
day you grow up and you go-to Olympia 
and you’re like, “Oh, this town is only three 
times as big as mine. I could’ve moved here, 
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hump the ground 
in the splits. 
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I guess. Nah, I was better off just ordering 
the records.” 

Daryl: And didn’t one of the ladies in town 
go on Geraldo? 

Brontez: Oh yeah, totally! There was this 
woman who lived over by my grandmother— 
which is kinda like this adjacent cotton field 
situation—she’d written a book and she 
was on Geraldo with her daughter. And 
speaking of unreliable narrators that are 
actually reliable, I thought I had made this 
shit up because my mom didn’t know what 
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the fuck I was talking about the first four 
times I brought it up. [laughs] But then I told 
my aunt about it and my aunt was like, “Oh 
yeah, we used to rent to that woman. I know 
who you’re talking about.” And I was like, 
“Finally! God!” She was the first person I 
knew who had ever written a book. I had 
to have been eight or nine or something. 
I definitely remember her; I just don’t 
remember her fucking name. 

Daryl: Lady, if you’re out there and you’re 
reading this, drop Brontez a line. 


Brontez: | had a dream that I got pregnant by 
my drummer last night, and we were walking 
around. And I was pregnant, and he was like, 
“T don’t like it when you talk to other guys 
at bars.” And I was like, “Don’t grab me like 
that!” But then of course it’s a dream and so 
there were like twelve other things fucking 
happening that I can’t describe at all. Weird 
sixth dimensionality. I think it just means I 
miss him. 

Johnnie: Your drummer in what project? 
Brontez: Younger Lovers. 

Daryl: I have a question about Gravy Train!!! 
Brontez: Oh, back when I was skinny and in 
my twenties and on cocaine all the time! 
Johnnie: I’m just going to cut in here and 
say that maybe the reason I’m here—I don’t 
even know why I’m here—[Daryl laughs] 
but the reason I think I’m here is ’cause 
Gravy Train!!!! was the first concert I went 
to when I was sixteen. 

Brontez: Oh my god! 

Johnnie: It was in Philadelphia and you 
were opening for Le Tigre. Gloria Steinem 
was also in attendance and she was parading 
around on stage in some leather pants because 
she wanted us all to vote for John Kerry. 
Which was a thing at the time. Anyways, I 
had never seen anything like Gravy Train!!!! 
in my life. It was a transformative artistic 
experience. I was pretty much listening to 
Smash Mouth before that. So I went from 
Smash Mouth to Gravy Train!!!! in a day. 
Brontez: Do you know what’s fucking 
crazy? Yesterday, me and my fucking 
bandmates were texting because we were 
having a battle over third wave ska. And I 
was like, “Third wave ska is not ska at all, 
it’s like pop punk with horns.” 

Daryl: Lotta upstrokes. 

Brontez: And there’s a younger kid in 
my band who was like, “Yeah man, fuck 
that Smash Mouth shit!” And I was like, 
“Smash Mouth wasn’t ska, Smash Mouth 
was actually lounge.” And I went back and 
listened to “Walking on the Sun,” and I was 
like, “You know, this is still good.” [All 
laugh] It is! They did it kinda right! And 
the video’s great too. They still play, they’re 
from San Jose. 

Johnnie: | remember when gay marriage 
was legalized, Smash Mouth came out 
and did a post that said “Smash Mouth 
Equality” in rainbow letters and they tagged 
every gay celebrity they could think of in 
the tweet, to get some relevance, I think. 
And I was feeling kinda weird about gay 
marriage, but then I put on “All Star,” and 
I was like, “Fuck, I used to really look up 
to these guys, and now they want a piece of 
my cultural capital.” I was feeling good in 
that moment. 

Brontez: | would totally kick it with Smash 
Mouth. There’s no way it’s not fun! It just 
sounds like BBQ and Coronas. The secret 
cocaine room. Everyone leaves having a 
good time. 

Daryl: Apparently, the Santa Cruz 
Boardwalk has Smash Mouth Day. People 
show up and Smash Mouth plays. 

Johnnie: Wow. 
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Brontez: I can’t wait to go to that. [laughs] 
Do you want to go with me? 

Daryl: Yeah, we’! meet you there. 
Brontez: I mean, what the fuck else are we 
doing? Come on! But yes, I remember that 
show in Pittsburgh! 

Johnnie: I was at the one in Philadelphia. 
Brontez: Oh wait, Gloria Steinem was in 
Pittsburgh too. It was just those two shows, 
I have pictures. I definitely remember the 
Pittsburgh show, but the Philadelphia show 
I was tore up. I ain’t even gonna fuck with 
you. I was three sheets to the wind. 
Johnnie: | believe it. Everything blew me 
away about it! I didn’t know what the fuck 
you were even talking about, but every song 
ended with people doing handstands and 
headstands and people accusing each other 
of making them gay. It was big for me. 
Brontez: It really was a McCarthy-like era. 
[laughs] I was thinking about that the other 
day because Funx (of Gravy Train!!!!) had a 
recent medical issue and was in a wheelchair 
for about two years. And she’s just now 
getting better. Plus, I’m mostly a writer 
these days, so I still teach dance workshops. 
I just got back from Germany where I was 
teaching punk theater and dance workshops 
over there. But we were sitting there talking, 
*cause Seth’s (also of Gravy Train!!!!) band 
was playing at Eli’s down the street, and we 
were like, “Girl, we used to hump the ground 
in the splits. Now we leave shows early.” 
[laughs] It was really funny and revelatory. I 
don’t think I’ve done the splits since 2007. 
Johnnie: I don’t think I’ve ever done the 
splits, so you’ve got one over on me. When 
you’re out in Germany, do you ever do 
anything with Vaginal Davis? I know she’s 
out there now because no one appreciated 
her in California enough. She never gets 
what she deserves. 

Brontez: No, she’s shouted me out in 
interviews. She was like, “I’m interested 
in the work of Mykki Blanco and Brontez 
Purnell.” And I felt very cool and seen, but I 
was at this theater in Hamburg. 

Johnnie: Oh, okay. Not Berlin. 

Brontez: It was this international dance 
festival, it was nice. 

Daryl: I love the quote you say about your 
dance company: “Usually in my dance 
company we work with people who have 
never danced before.” 

Brontez: Yes, totally! The company is based 
in a performance state of mind, or for people 
who usually wouldn’t have thought about 
dance as a creative option. 

Johnnie: What do you get differently from 
someone who’s not coming from a dance 
background? 

Brontez: My dance company focuses on 
general pedestrian movement. Someone 
who’s over-trained always behaves like a 
dancer on stage. Sometimes you just want 
someone who has more ofa depersonalized 
sense of movement. When you tell them 
to walk, they’re really just going to walk. 
It’s not like that “dance-walk” where 
everyone is like floating through the air 
like nymphs and shit. [laughs] I think I’m 
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definitely more from the Anna Halprin 
school of dance. 

Johnnie: What’s that school of dance? 
Brontez: She was like the weird, hippy 
lady in the ’40s up in Marin County. A lot 
of the Judson dancers took her workshop. It 
was all about crazy natural movements. It’s 
about humanness. 

Daryl: People can do it; they don’t need 
to study it for years and years before they 
can partake. 

Brontez: Yeah, that’s what I’m wanting to 
get at. To feel like you can actually join in 
and partake in it. I mean, years and years of 
training never hurts, it'll make you better at 
it. [laughs] But for the initial start I kinda like 
that just-jump-in-and-do-it feel. Like when 
you’re thirteen and you don’t know how to 
play bass, but your friend hands you a bass 
and you just do it. And then one day you’re 
just like, “Oh shit, I’m doing this shit. Let me 
add a forth note.” [laughs] Oh my god, I’m 
still thinking about Philadelphia, sorry. 
Johnnie: No, we can talk about it more. | 
remember I was explaining it to someone 
the next day and I was like, “I went to the 
craziest concert. It was like music I never 
even imagined. It kinda sounded like the 
‘Monster Mash’ but everyone talked like 
this: ‘bep-bep-bep-bep-bep-bep!’”” That was 
ninth grade me trying to describe Gravy 
Train!!!!. [laughs] 

Brontez: Had you never heard the B-52’s? 
Johnnie: I really probably hadn’t. I probably 
should have. But not at that moment, and after 
that I was into all different kinds of music. 
Brontez: How did you even get to that show? 
Johnnie: | had a friend, Ariel, whose dad 
worked for the public radio station, so she 
knew about cool music and she’d be like, 
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“Let’s go to this concert.” And so I'd go, but 
that was the first one. 

Brontez: God, so much more. seemed 
possible in the years past. 

Johnnie: Yes, and special and secret and 
hidden. Now it feels like you can know 
everything all at once. But then you kinda 
can’t at the same time. 

Daryl: I imagine there’s stuff that’s still 
hidden that we just don’t know about because 
we’re not really looking for it necessarily. 
Johnnie: Sure. - 

Brontez: I mean, yeah, I like hidden worlds 
revealed to me. What was the island that 
Wonder Woman lived on? 

Johnnie: Themyscira. I can’t believe you’re 
bringing that up! 

Brontez: You’re like, “I wonder what else is 
being hidden from us?” And I’m like, “Yeah, 
where the fuck is that Wonder Woman 
island!?” [laughs] 

Johnnie: Paradise Island, it’s off the coast 
of Brazil. At least that’s often where it’s 
described in canon as being. They were 
exiled into the Atlantic Ocean, somewhere 
between Brazil and Africa. But I don’t 
think they’re always consistent with that, 
because in the movie it seems closer to 
Europe because they’re in World War I. DC 
continuity changes a lot. 

Brontez: Yeah, ’cause I’m like, “If they’re 
off the coast of Brazil, where the fuck all 
them white folks come from?” [laughs] 
There’s a lot of white folks on Paradise 
Island. But it’s a gorgeous place; that’s the 
kinda hidden world I want revealed to me. 
Especially right fuckin’ now. 

Daryl and Johnnie: Yep. 

Brontez: Y’all are totally not six feet away 
from each other. 
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Johnnie: We’re willing to make the sacrifice 
for you, Brontez. I was supposed to do 
another podcasty type thing today with 
another person and my fiancé said, “You 
can’t do that, you’re supposed to be six feet 
away from each other.” And I said, “I also 
have to do another interview and I think I’m 
not going to be six feet away from someone, 
but I’m interviewing someone who was in 
Gravy Train!!!!” And he said, “Oh, you can 
still do that. You’re allowed to do that.” 
Brontez: [laughs] He’s like, “You can do 
that, otherwise you’re just a bug chaser!” 
Johnnie: Exactly, that’s almost word for 
word what he said. 

Daryl: Would you consider /00 Boyfriends 
Mixtape pornographic? 

Brontez: | call it anti-porn. 

Daryl: This isn’t the actual question; it’s a 
set up to the next question. 

Brontez: [laughs] Okay, did you actually 
watch it? 

Daryl: Yeah, for sure. 

Brontez: [screams/laughs] Gag! 

Daryl: [to Johnnie] Have you seen this? 
Johnnie: No, what is it? 

Daryl: It’s a film that Brontez made. How 
would you describe it? 

Brontez: It’s a short. But it’s part of this 
ongoing series of shorts I make called 100 
Boyfriends Mixtape. It’s funny, *cause my 
next book is coming out on FSG and it’s 
called 100 Boyfriends. 

Johnnie: Are there one hundred boyfriends 
in the film? 

Brontez: No, that’s fuckin’ corny as fuck. I 
would never do that. [laughs] That would be 
tedious. The title is about everyone you are 
with leaves you with a ghost of themselves, 
and everyone carries their own ghosts from 





relationships past. There’s one line in the 
book that’s like, “Between two men there 
could be one hundred ghosts in the room.” 
It’s basically about being a damaged slut and 
the trauma you carry. Oh fuck, I forget that 
this going to be in text. Let me add a LOL 
after that. [laughs] 

Daryl: But there’s also graphic sex scenes. 
Johnnie: Ooooohhhh! 

Brontez: I mean, define graphic? 

Daryl: I mean, any sex scene... 

Brontez: I’m joking, you don’t have to define 
“graphic.” Yes, there definitely is that. 
Daryl: I’m not trying to have a conversation 
about art versus porn, or anything like that. But 
do you think you’re the first person to release a 
film with sex scenes and children’s book? 
Brontez: There’s no way! 

Johnnie: Madonna released the Sex book 
and then wrote Mr. Peabody’ Apples or 
whatever the fuck she wrote. 

Brontez: Oh yeah, the one about the spider! 
I remember her reading that on MTV. That’s 
how fucking old I am. But yeah, I did some 
sex scenes, I released a children’s book, but 
100 Boyfriends Mixtape was actually not the 
first movie I was in doing that, it was actually 
Travis Mathews’s J Want Your Love. Which 
is actually how I even got the gig at Naked 
Sword to write 100 Boyfriends Mixtape. 
Johnnie: Now that we’re on the topic, and 
not to make this. about me, but I currently 
own and sleep on, every night, a mattress 
that belonged to one of my favorite porn stars 
when I was in high school, Cory Koons, who 
I know you are friends with! How did you 
two become friends? 

Brontez: Oh my god! [laughs] That queen! 
She was one of the first people I met in San 
Francisco the first year I was there. We were 
in front of some house called the Baker’s 
Dozen and we met. She’s one of my best 
friends, I love her a lot. 

Johnnie: Back when San Francisco was 
chill, right? It seems kind of unchill now. 
Brontez: That was when kids I knew were 
paying $500 for a room in the Mission. 
And I remember when I first moved there, 
I thought $500 for a room meant that you 
were an adult. [laughs] When I moved here 
I was sharing this windowless room with 
two other guys in this warehouse in East 
Oakland. There were like, twenty kids living 
at this warehouse. 

Daryl: Was this the Chapman Street Warehouse? 
Brontez: Yeah, and I was paying like $150 
a month. 

Daryl: Hell yeah. 

Brontez: Don’t even talk to me about rent. 
[laughs] Sometimes I don’t even think it’s 
the price point that disturbs me. It’s funny 
to think that the cheaper it was, the funner it 
was. And the more expensive it gets, I don’t 
know, it’s just not fun. I understand a place 
like the Bay being expensive because it’s 
gorgeous; I’ve always thought it was beautiful 
here. It’s very temperate. But if you can’t 
really get food after midnight, you shouldn’t 
be paying any type of Manhattanite prices. 
[laughs] I think it’s funny—it’s like, if I pay 
this much can’t I at least get a 24-hour diner? 


Or I don’t know, a bidet? Universal health 
care? Fuck! It’s fuckin’ ignorant. [laughs] So 
yes, it was definitely cooler. There are lots of 
ways in which it’s “over” here. But I don’t 
worry about it, because the world has been 
“over” several times. 
Johnnie: That’s very true. 
Daryl: Am I imagining this, or were you on 
the cover of the Bay Area Guardian? 
Brontez: Yes, | was on the cover twice. 
That was at the end of the second year I was 
there. I moved here in 2002, and that’s from 
2003. They’d called me up, and I wasn’t 
even Gravy Train!!!! at the time. I was go- 
go dancing for Veronica Lipgloss (& The 
Evil Eyes), and I was playing guitar in Panty 
Raid. They called me up and were like, “Will 
you be naked on the cover?” [laughs] And I 
was like, “Yeah! I’m fuckin’ down. I ain’t 
got no future! Fuck it!” [laughs] Again, back 
to those fun days, where you’d just get calls 
from The Guardian. That was a really fun 
era—lI felt like I was taking Paris by storm. 
Daryl: I had some friends who lived in the 
Chapman Street Warehouse and I would go 
up and visit them when they would have 
shows and stuff. I was like, nineteen and I just 
remember it being incredibly fun as well. 
Brontez: Oh my god! I think that place is 
probably why I’ll never have a “normal 
adult life.” [laughs] Once you have so many 
stimulatory events in your cognitive memory, 
I don’t think you can really be like, “Yeah, ya 
know, I’m going to have a partner and sixty 
acres of land and it’s going to be great!” 
Daryl: When you get a taste of the punk 
utopia, it’s hard to shake. 
Brontez: The punk dystopia also, let’s be 
real. You can’t taste one with out the other. 
[laughs] I often think about that period, in 
a year and a half time, I went from being 
in Alabama staring at my wall all bored to 
landing in Oakland, and it was the cultural 
shift I was looking for in my life. There were 
so many creative options. 
Daryl: Did you ever think you’d stick 
around the same place for as long as you 
have? You’ve been in Oakland for half your 
life now. 
Brontez: I know! No. I had no idea. During 
that period of my life I was super transient, 
moving places around the South and 
Midwest. I really came to enjoy my life here. 
And I really came to know who I was here. 
I like the way that story went. And I bitch a 
lot, but to this day, I don’t really know if ’'d 
want to live not in Oakland. It was the first 
place that ever really felt like home. 
Alabama never really felt like home. 
You know when you go some place and you 
have that home feeling in side of you? It’s 
like, “Oh, this is where I’m supposed to be.” 
It always clicked in. So no, I never expected 
anything at first. But I love pleasant surprises 
and sticking around this long has been a 
pleasant surprise. I enjoy that. I don’t think 
many people in the world get to have that. 
Lately, I’ve been having this thought 
where I’m like, “Should I have just moved 
to New York when I was twenty-one and 
been a rapper?” [laughs] What would that 
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have looked like? I wouldn’t have to carry 
an amp. I wouldn’t have to split the money 
three ways. But I know some rappers, and I 
don’t think they’re as happy as I am. Who 
wants to be alone at the end of the day? 
Especially on stage. No one. 

Daryl: You talk a lot about having a sense 
of responsibility in your writing. So many 
people get wrapped up in their own work and 
they forget about the most impressionable 
youth—who might misinterpret what they’re 
being exposed to—but this is something that 
you’ ve touched on multiple times where you 
feel a responsibility to who might be reading 
your writing. 

Brontez: Oh yeah, I never really have to 
worry about that because my writing is so 
heavy, and I feel like the characters I write 
are usually very clearly making the wrong 
choice. [laughs] I don’t ever really worry 
about it too much. If I’d read most of my 
books when I was fifteen, I’d be terrified—I 
probably would’ve been scared straight, 
actually. [laughs] I probably should have 
read my books when I was fifteen! 

I think it’s important to be exposed to new 
things that you had never thought of before, 
because I don’t really think there’s any other 
way for your mind to grow. But I think, just in 
culture in general, we’re exposed to things like 
sex or drugs, and I feel like they sell this shit 
to young people all the time, and then when 
the kids are sitting on the beach in Florida 
being like, “I don’t care if I get Coronavirus!” 
[laughs] And the world is sitting there acting 
shocked—meanwhile, two years ago there 
was a hit song that was like, “Oooohhhhh! 
One of us is going to die young!” [laughs] And 
everyone is cheering. It’s like, “You sell this to 
them!” You know what I’m saying? 

I think what I write a lot about is 
consequences. Alongside selling really 
glamorous things, you really should expose 
the price you paid for it. Which I think is all 
through the DNA and core of how I write. 
That’s why I say I write anti-erotica. I’m 
writing about sex, but it’s not necessarily 
for someone to get off to. I really define the 
occupational hazards of humanness. 

Daryl: That definitely ties in with the sex 
scenes in 100 Boyfriends Mixtape. 

Brontez: [laughs] When was the last time 
you had watched fisting porn? 

Daryl: [laughs] I don’t think I had ever 
watched fisting porn. 

Brontez: Wow. Really?! Not even one of those 
nights where you come in and you’d done a 
little coke and you’re like, “Fuck it, I have a 
computer, the world’s at my fingertips!” 
Daryl: Uhm... 

Johnnie: For me, fisting always kind of feels 
like the Olympics or something. It’s not even 
so much sexy as “Let’s see if we can do this 
thing!” You know what I mean? That’s my 
relationship to it. It’s not like... hot... to me. 
But I think there was a time when it kind of 
was. Like when I first started watching gay 
porn, I probably watched some in a fully 
sexual context. But I think I had never gotten 
fucked up the ass at that point, so I didn’t 
even really know what that felt like. 
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Brontez: It’s kind of a chore if you’re not 
high, right? 

Daryl: Anal sex in general? 

Brontez: I think so. Me and my straight 
roommate were talking about anal sex and 
he said something really funny—he’s like, 
“Yeah, you know, when I’m on cocaine, I’ll 
let a girlfriend stick it up my butt.” And I’m 
like, “Yeah, anal sex is kind of great if you’re 
on cocaine, but it’s kind of a chore if you’re 
not high.” And I say this as an old whore 
too! [laughs] To get through it, I really got 
to believe in myself, really count backwards 
from infinity. 

Johnnie: It’s a lot of breathing, I feel like ’m 
just starting to get more into it as a bottom. 
Brontez: [in a sultry voice] So you’ve 
liberated yourself. 

Johnnie: Yeah. [laughs] Marijuana helps, a 
little alcohol helps. I think I’m just getting 
to the point where just breathing and jerking 
off will let me take a dick well, without it 
being borderline uncomfortable and painful. 
Brontez: See, we both said the same thing. 
Really it’s like, why are we even gay? 
Maybe we’re just trying to piss our dads 
off? [laughs] 

Johnnie: Well, this is a little off topic, but 
is it true you’re a certified water aerobics 
instructor? 

Brontez: No, I was being an unreliable 
narrator. This woman told me that I should 
do that job and I was just like, “Oh maybe 
I should just say I am on Facebook and it’Il 
magically fall into my lap.” [laughs] But it 
never quite did. 
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Johnnie: Well, I think you’d be really good 
at it, even though that story doesn’t really 
go anywhere. 

Brontez: You know, not now, but I can see 
that being a future gig. I graduate in May, 
supposedly, we’ll see what happens. 

Daryl: From what? 

Brontez: Graduate school at UC Berkeley 
in Art Practice. I was supposed to have my 
first visual art show in L.A. for the Queer 
Biennial, but I don’t know if that’s still 
going on. 

Daryl: That sucks. So you texted me in all 
caps, “I WANT TO TALK ABOUT MY 
FEELINGS IN YOUR MAGAZINE.” What 
feelings were you referring to? 

Brontez: Oh my god, there's so many! My 
inner landscape is really vast. Maybe you 
can say an emotion and I can tell you the last 
time I felt it. 

Daryl: Okay, I like this'game... bewilderment? 
Brontez: When I tried to download Skype 
on my old ass computer to do this interview. 
[laughs] 

Johnnie: Love? When’s the last time you 
felt love? 

Brontez: I really love... my mattress. I was 
sitting in bed and I was thinking, “This 
has to be the most comfortable mattress 
I’ve ever owned in my entire life.” I’m 
too close to forty to be having this many 
firsts, but I feel like I have my first real 
boyfriend now. It’s the first time I’ve felt 
this peaceful in life—or well, I was having 
that feeling, [laughs] things just seemed 
not so crazy and chaotic—but damn, that 
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was all destroyed last week. Feelings. You 
said love? 

Johnnie: Yeah. 

Brontez: I got this new Puerto Rican daddy, 
too. I love him. I’ve been sending everyone 
the video clip of him. [’Il send it to you later. 
[laughs] 

Johnnie: Oooohhhhh. 

Brontez: I love L.A.! 

Daryl: What do you love about L.A.? 
Brontez: | think the kids in L.A. are winning 
right now. Every time I go there it’s really fun, 
like I feel like Pll never know who I'll meet. 
It’s nice. But there’s also just a lot of distance 
and space. I feel like in the Bay we’re all just 
really crowded up on one another. And we 
stay in each other’s business too. ’Cause it’s 
like a small town, what else would you do? 
Daryl: Do you remember the show that we 
met out in front of in Downtown L.A.? 
Brontez: Yes. 

Daryl: Iron Lung and Bad Breeding. 
Brontez: Bad Breeding was sick as fuck. I 
wasn’t expecting to see that. 

Daryl: Do you remember the older African- 
American man who came up and started 
talking to us while we were standing around? 
Brontez: Yeah, he wanted money for wine. 
Daryl: I think he asked for seventy-five cents 
and you gave him like six dollars, and then 
you asked him advice on why he looked 
so young for being seventy years old or 
something. But what did he say? 

Brontez: He said something really fucking 
prophetic, I remember that, but I don’t... 


fuck... why didn’t we video Skype that whole 
convo? [laughs] It was something really 
good, I remember. 

Daryl: I wish I could remember what he said. 
Brontez: I can’t believe we met during the 
Chapman days. 

Daryl: I don’t know if we actually met, but I 
was around a little bit. 

Brontez: I was kind of just drunk and walking 
around in my underwear like, all the fucking 
time. And plus, we all look like adults now. 
We are grown. 

Daryl: [laughs] Definitely not nineteen 
anymore. 

Brontez: Hell nah. But like, whenever I look 
at pictures of my parents at my age, they seem 
so much more adult than I do now. I feel like 
people just start later in life these days. 
Johnnie: Absolutely. 

Brontez: We are definitely younger than 
our fathers. 

Johnnie: Yeah, we would have kids right now. 
Daryl: Yeah, a ten-year-old kid. 

Brontez: [laughs] I used to be so mad at the 
way my parents handled my teenage years, 
or my adolescent years. But then, part of me 
is like, if | was my mom right now, I would 
have some fucking fourteen year old in my 
space all the time. [laughs] And not just any 
fourteen year old, a gay fourteen year old! 
He’s all judgmental, nothing is ever good 
enough—like, I really, totally forgive my 
parents. I was such a bitch. I couldn’t even 
image having children. Doesn’t that all sound 
like hell? 


CONFIRMED BACHELORS FIRST 
STEAMWORKS BATHHOUSE, BERKELEY, 2019 





Johnnie: Yeah. I could not do that right now. 
Those kids would be dead. 

Brontez: Now | understand my parents’ 
anger so well. I didn’t at the time, but now 
I’m like, “Oh, it’s cool.” [laughs] 

Johnnie: We are two—at least in my 
case—extremely Caucasian people, is there 
anything you'd like to say about some racial 
issues that are going on right now? 

Brontez: I don’t know if I’m always the 
greatest spokesperson for anybody. [laughs] 
But Iam definitely looking for a younger 
white boyfriend to set up my stereo and fix 
up all my guitars. Like if you really feel bad 
for all that has happened to black people, 
young white boy, come set up my fucking 
stereo and fix my guitars. I’ll make lunch, 
we can keep it traditional, [laughs] but yeah, 
some people have a real problem with the 
white savior complex, but I love when white 
people wanna save shit. I’m like, “Go white 
boy! Go white boy! Yes, you save that shit, 
I’m gonna sit right here and cheer you on.” 
[laughs] That’s pretty much it. 

Johnnie: That’s the tip! 

Brontez: [laughs] Nah man, that’s balls deep! 
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| got an email in 2016 from Noah Green, asking if | 
wanted a copy of his new band’s single to play on my KPunk 
a I'd never met Noah and | hadn’t heard of The 
retty Flowers before, but the songs on the My Alchemist 
7” immediately captivated me. The Pretty Flowers blended 
a DIY punk sensibility with '90s-style indie pop, conjurin 
up images of Teenage Fanclub or the Lemonheads bac 
when they were good. Noah kept sending me more of their 
releases, each one reflecting a maturity of an already- 
realized sound that made their music bigger and better. 
When they finished what would be their debut LP, Why 
Trains Crash, | suggested he contact Chris Mason of Dirt 
Cult Records, knowing Chris would dig both the musical 
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beauty and DIY ethos behind The Pretty Flowers. Dirt Cult 
also released the band’s second full-length, Golden Beat 
Sessions, which was an eclectic covers collection featuring 
selections from Nick Lowe, Thin Lizzy, Split Enz and, not 
surprisingly, Teenage Fanclub. 

he Pretty Flowers are an L.A. band, but | live on the 
East Coast, so my chances of seeing them live are pretty 
slim. In the midst of the COVID-19 pandemic, Razorcake 
had to stop interviewing bands face-to-face and switched 
to doing them online. | took advantage of that situation 
and got the guys in The Pretty Flowers on a group Zoom 
meeting in early March for a cyber-interview. 
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Noah: vocals, guitar 
Jake: guitars, vocals 
Sam: bass, vocals 
Sean: drums 


Kevin: We’re conducting this interview 
from individual houses because we’re in the 
beginning of the COVID-19 pandemic. By 
the time this interview comes out, who knows 
what kind of world we’re going to be in. I 
know that Noah is assistant director of patient 
care at UCLA Health and Jake’s partner is a 
nurse. So I’m curious about how the two of 
you are dealing with this right now. 

Noah: | just had to hop off another Zoom 
meeting we’ve been doing. I work mostly in 
fundraising development, but I work on the 
patient care side, so it’s raising money for 
patient services and vulnerable populations. 
I’ve been working from home since March 13 
and my job has transitioned to coordinating 
all the in-kind donations coming in. 

It’s been non-stop since probably last 
Tuesday, Wednesday. Local businesses have 
stepped up for supporting nurses and with 
food donations. There are a thousand nurses 
on rotation in two shifts, five hundred each 
shift. A lot of businesses are donating food 
to the nurses and doctors, and then there 
have been a lot of businesses who would 
have supplies like the N95 masks. Tesla just 
donated around 10,000 masks. It’s been pretty 
amazing to see. I’m helping to coordinate the 
drop offs and the in-kind donation forms for 
all these business and individual donors. It’s 
been really heartening to see over the past 
week how much people have stepped up. 
Jake: That’s great. 

Noah: The hospitals were not prepared for 
anything like this. 

Kevin: Jake, your partner is a nurse. How’s 
that affecting you? 

Jake: She works in the ICU at mostly 
post-op but they’re transitioning. It’s the 
calm before the storm part. They started a 
COVID unit and they’re asking people to 
volunteer. They’re not offering hazard pay 
or extra so I don’t know how much response 
they’re going to get. She’s'a good source of a 
dose of reality every day. [laughs] It’s pretty 
inevitable that this is going to get pretty bad. 
It’s quite possible she will get it and then I 
will get it from her because she does not have 
the appropriate protective equipment. It’s a 
little nerve wracking. 
Kevin: Damn. What about the rest of you? 
Did you guys get laid off? 

Sean: I work in television, which usually 
doesn’t stop. But now it’s stopping. [laughs] 
Luckily, | was in-between seasons so I was 
already off work. But now no one has any 
idea when we start the next season. I’m 
just going to play the waiting game as long 
as I can. 

Sam: I’m in a similar boat to Sean— 
freelance film production. I was working a 
ton this whole year right up until the 13th. 
Everything hit the fan and I had to wrap 
up a job from home. Now I’m just not 
going to work until everything comes back. 


a 


[laughs] Luckily, I have been busy this year. 
Otherwise, I would have been in a much 
worse position at this point. It feels like small 
potatoes compared to all the problems that 
people are dealing with. I’m just hunkering 
down and trying to do my part. 

Kevin: Has it affected you guys as a band? 
Did you guys have any shows or tours you 
had to cancel? 

Jake: Yeah. We had gigs. Right, Noah? 
[laughter] 

Noah: February was a really good, busy 
month for us. We had had four shows. We 
play one or two shows a month usually. We 
opened for Samiam in Oakland. That was a 
really great show to do. We didn’t have any 
tours planned, but we were doing some more 
recording for our next record that has been 
put on pause. 
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Kevin: Let me ask about the history of the band. 
I know it started with Noah and at the outset it 
was a trio with you, Matt, and Eli, right? 
Noah: Yeah. We played maybe ten shows as 
that unit. Then Sam joined and replaced Matt. 
We had done one recording session for some 
of the songs that ended up on Why Trains 
Crash, Sam came in mostly at the beginning | 
of that recording. We ramped up with Sam in 
the band and played a lot more shows. 

As we were recording, Jake was 
engineering and we pulled him into the band. 
He had a lot of great ideas for what we were 
recording. It became a thing where it was 
impossible to play stuff as a trio, so Jake 
was recruited and he’s been in the band ever 
since. This is such a great unit and it feels 
like this is what the band was meant to be 
from the beginning. 






















































Kevin: Before that, you were in Henry Clay 
People. I know the brothers (Joey and Andy 
Siara) get most the attention so I don’t know 
if you were one of the founding members. 
Noah: Where they say the band really started 
was the album that I started playing on. 
[laughs] I was a contributing member and 
there are four or five songs that I wrote and 
sang. I was one of the founding members, but 
as the band went on, I was not able to tour 
nationally. I still was playing on records that 
they released, I was playing some hometown 
shows sometimes, but was not touring. 
Kevin: Did The Pretty Flowers develop as 
something that you could do in L.A.? 


RAZORCAKE 66 


Noah: Yeah. | think I started writing songs 
for Pretty Flowers when they were on one of 
their national tours. 

Sean: Your diss tracks, right? [laughter] 
Noah: Yes, All those diss tracks. [laughter] I 
started doing some recording and I sent Andy 
or Joey one of the songs I recorded and that 
ended up being a song that I sang on the final 
Henry Clay People record. “Backseat of a 
Cab” was originally a Pretty Flowers song. 
Their band broke up and I just continued with 
music here in L.A. 

Kevin: When you were forming the band, 
no other band had claimed the name Pretty 
Flowers? That’s hard to believe. [laugher] 


Noah: I used to live in Seattle and I 
worked with another guy named Matt 
(Hanrahan). He gave me this tape of his 
friend Andy Zee’s band called The Pretty 
Flowers. They only did some bedroom 
recordings. It was just like Silver Jews— 
kind of folky, indie rock stuff. I always 
really liked it. I knew that the band had 
even broken up by the time I’d been given 
that tape. So when I was starting the band, 
I called Andy for permission to use the 
name. He said, “You can use it as long as 
you send me every release you ever put out 
for the perpetuity of the band.” [laughter] 
Kevin: And have you? 
Noah: I’ve been sending him all the releases 
and he’s happily relinquished the name of the 
band. Coincidentally, then I found out there 
was some alternative band in the early ’90s 
who released an EP on a major label. They 
were called just Pretty Flowers without the 
“The.” I assume they broke up because they 
only released one EP. I didn’t really think 
I needed to ask their permission to use the 
name. [laughter] Much later on, I found out 
that there was a Pretty Flowers with members 
of Teenage Fanclub and The Vaselines, but 
they never recorded anything. They just 
played some shows in Glasgow. 
Kevin: That’s amazing because, while you 
guys have a sound that’s your own, I definitely 
hear the influence of a Teenage Fanclub. 
Noah: Yeah. I love them. It was. total 


years into the band that that was the case. 
Kevin: That’s perfect. 

Kevin: Jake, you were in The Breakups. Are 
The Breakups still a band? 

Jake: The Breakups will always be a band. 
[laughter] 

Kevin: They’ll never break up. 

Jake: That’s why we’re called The Breakups. 
Kevin: Another band I can’t believe no one 
else has taken the title. 

Jake: When I first thought of that name, I 
looked at the trademark registration and there 
was some dude in Florida who had registered it. 
Maybe he was dead. [laughter] Well, there was 
some indication that he might have been dead. 
I was like, “Screw it. Let’s just go with it.” This 
is the fifteenth year of that band existing. Now 
I feel we’re the band that everyone is going 
to have to confront for that name. [laughter] 
They’re going to have deal with me. 

Kevin: While y’all have a definite sound, 
you also have a definite aesthetic on the 
early releases. I’m holding up the first 7”, 
My Alchemist. Who is responsible for this 
artwork? 

Noah: I found that photo at an art shop 
that had acquired all of photographer Allan 
DeLay’s prints who had shot for the Portland 
newspaper for fifty years or something. I 
went through all these prints one day when 
I was visiting a friend in Portland and the 
swimmers one really just stuck out to me. I 
always really liked how J Church approached 
their record artwork. Ours don’t really have 
serial killers like Charles Starkweather, and 
it’s not exactly the same, but just that vibe. 
The cover of the split with Last Good Sleep is 


coincidence. I didn’t find out until a couple= 
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a photo my mom sent me one day. That’s my 
grandmother when she was around nineteen, 
Kevin: No way! No offense, but I have a 
crush on her. [laugher] 

Noah: Yeah. It looks like some photo from 
Life Magazine or something. 

Kevin: Even on your T-shirt with the 
flowerpot girl, there’s a... 

Noah: That’s a cool story. My wife had a 
book that was from an exhibit at the Roswell 
Museum in New Mexico of this local artist 
Chuck Venrick who took really amazing 
avant-garde photos in the ’70s and early ’80s. 
I just saw the flower girl photo and I thought 
that was really great. I wanted that to be the 
album cover for a long time. I tried to contact 
the artist, who had passed away... 

Kevin: Let’s be clear. Jake would’ve just 
stolen that shit. [laughter] 

Noah: Yes, Jake would have. Then I wound 
up getting in touch with the photographer’s 
daughter. She was an older woman and she 
was like, “Nobody has ever acknowledged 
my father’s artwork since the ’80s, and even 
then, nobody cared at all.” She’s like, “If my 
dad knew that there’s a rock band who wanted 
to use his artwork for this, he would be totally 
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ecstatic.” I was never able to get a super hi-res 
photo or scan of the image. It worked for a 
T-shirt but not really for much else. 

Kevin: I don’t want to start any fights here. 
But it sounds like this is Noah’s band. Is that 
fair or is it more collaborative than that? 
Sean: Depends on who you ask. [laughter] 
Noah: You guys answer. I’ll answer 
afterwards. [laughter] 

Sean: Of course, they’re Noah’s songs. 
That’s where they start. We put in our two 
cents on the arrangements. Jake has some 
really cool melodic stuff on guitar. Lately, 
when we work a song out, it seems pretty 
collaborative. Noah’s really great about 
being open to suggestions even if he may not 
like them. [laughter] We all have our piece of 
the puzzle in each song. At the end of the day, 
it’s Noah’s first. 

Sam: We’re given the freedom to try out what 
we like—then see what fits and put our own 
flavor in it—but it all starts at Noah, for sure. 
Jake: | had seen nearly every Pretty Flowers 
show before I was in the band. [laughs] The 
reason I talked to Noah about recording the 
band at the outset was because I felt more than 
almost any other band I’ve heard, I was like, “I 
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know exactly what this band should sound like 
and I know how to arrange this song.” [laughter] 
No offense, Noah, the songs would start and it 
was like a flat line and then they would end. I 
felt like there needs to bea little more movement 
and dynamics. [laughter] I didn’t feel like I’m 
going to take over this band but I felt like Noah 
would agree that I was right. [laughter] 

Noah: I do. I agree with you. Moving forward 
from the Why. Trains Crash album, all the 
songs we’ve done since are so much more 
collaborative than they were before. Really, 
everyone’s input is super valuable to the 
song. I like bringing stuff that’s not complete 
yet. Things change so much but I’m excited 
for everyone to bring their own feelings and 
their own... 

Sean: Spice. 

Noah: Yeah, spice. Their own ideas to the 
songs. I really value everyone’s input on these 
songs. For Why Trains Crash, | had written 
the lyrics and music. This one, the music is 
going to be credited to all four of us. 

Sean: You have that on record, right? 
[laughter] 

Kevin: You get a piece of the royalties now. 
[laughter] Sonically, the progression from 
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My Alchemist to Why Trains Crash, with the rs, 
addition of Jake, suddenly opens up into a 


much broader musical landscape. And that 
continued on Golden Beat Sessions. For your 
second full-length, you guys did album covers. 
What the fuck, guys? Who do you think you 
are? [laughter] Explain how this happened. 
Sean: We thought it’d be fun to release 
something quick and dirty, record it fast 
and get it out as quickly as possible. We’re 
a different lineup. We were riding high on 
Why Trains Crash. It was an experiment that 
worked pretty well. 

Jake: When Andrew at Golden Beat gave us 
the chance to record for a day for free, we 
figured we should do something different 
instead of just re-recording the songs we’d 
already done. [laughter] 

Sean: Not agonize over it and hopefully convey 
that sense of fun that we had making it. 
Kevin: Did you have to negotiate which 
songs you were going to cover? [Long 
awkward pause, then laughter.] 

Noah: We were going to do a lot of covers 
that we are playing live. 

Jake: There were so many covers we forgot 
to record. [laughter] 

Noah: Yeah, there was a Tom Petty song. 
Then there were other ones that I was like, 
“T just love this song. I want to record this 
and have our own version of this.” I nicely 
bullied everyone into doing it. I was like, 
“You might not think these are your favorite 
songs right now, but they will be.” [laughter] 
Jake: At first, I thought it was a huge waste 
of time. [laughter] I just wanted to get started 
on-the next record, but the process of making 
it was super fun. It was so different. I wasn’t 
nearly as precious with the arrangements. 
It was just us playing someone else’s song 
however we would normally play it. 

Noah: It was also a test to see if Jake could 
relinquish some control over things for a 
little while. We did it super simple and he 
only had a few tracks to work with. When 
he’s recording, he records a lot of stuff and 
agonizes over the over-mixing. 

Jake: Yeah. The only one that was a little bit 
more involved was the Split Enz song. 
Kevin: You guys are connected with really 
good people—Chris Mason at Dirt Cult, 
Andrew Schubert at Golden Beat. How did 
you get a free day at Golden Beat? 

Noah: We are friends with Andrew, Daryl, 
and their band, Marriage Material. They 
asked us to play a show with them at Golden 
Beat. Andrew was giving us a tour of the 
small studio, and he just asked us if we 
wanted to do a day. 

Kevin: Right on. That actually raises a 
question for me. You’ ve got these connections 
with Andrew, Daryl, and other folks in L.A. 
I’m out here in New York state and I’ve got a 
certain image of what it means to be an L.A. 
band. So my question is this: What’s the best 
and worst thing about being a band in L.A.? 
Sean: They’re both the same. [laughter] 
Noah: Kind of true. 

Sean: That sense of connection, you’re totally 
right. You start knowing everybody. Where it 
gets you, it’s hard to say. Crowds in L.A. are 


tough. I would say that’s your best and your 
worst. Everyone in L.A. has seen everything. 
If we go and play Oakland, we get a better 
response than L.A., but we’re doing the exact 
same thing. My years of playing in L.A. my 
entire life, meeting people is easy. Winning 
over crowds is a little harder, especially when 
you’re in a rock band. 

Sam: I’m from Colorado. Growing up, 
driving around in the winter, trying to play 
music in the snow, loading your gear in 
the snow. [laughter] I like living in L.A. in 





general. [ enjoy being in a band out here just 
for all the same reasons. But, like Sean said, 
there are plenty of gigs where we played to a 
handful of people. People that you begged to 
come. [laughter] 

Jake: There are two people that we know 
who are going to be at every show. [laughter] 
We’ve got those two guys locked in. 

Noah: Booking shows in L.A. is a total 
nightmare. I like it when bands ask us to play 
and we’re just on the bill. We can promote it 
and do whatever, but we don’t have to put the 
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Kevin: [laughs] 
Sean: Yeah, I was waiting for that reaction. 
[laughter] It was a free show on a Saturday 
and it just happened to be one of those five- 
hundred-people days. Everyone and their 
brother showed up, so much so that the fire 
department came and shut it down right 
before we were about to go up. 

Sam: It was the Vice Squad. [laughter] 
Noah: We couldn’t play because there were 
just too many people there. 

Sean: We could sell the story as if there were 
too many people there to see us. [laughter] 
Kevin: But then you missed No Duh 
play. That must have been tragic as well. 
.[laughter] 

Noah: We did do a make-up show with them 
later on. I don’t think they wanted us on the 
bill the second time, but we did get to see 
them in their element. [laughter] 

Jake: There was also the show where Eli 
didn’t have a pedal. 

Noah: That was the first time Chris Mason 
saw us. He asked us to play Awesome Fest 
in San Diego. It was held over Presidents’ 
Day weekend. The drive from L.A. to San 
Diego, on a good day, is two-and-a-half, 
three hours. But this particular Presidents’ 
Day it took about four hours to get down to 
San Diego. Eli, our old drummer, wanted to 
work. He was driving for Uber and wanted to 
get a bunch of trips in before he came down 
to San Diego. We’re like, “Dude, we just got 
on the freeway. It’s going to take you forever 
to get down here. He was like, “No, no. I'll 
be down there soon.” 

He wound up doing a bunch more trips. We 
only had a twenty-minute set to begin with. He 
pulled up fifteen minutes into our set time. He 
didn’t bring a hi-hat. He didn’t bring a kick. He 
ran in with drumsticks thinking that there was 
going to be a kit set up. We told him, “This is 
what you need to bring.” He didn’t bring it. He 
played the whole set of the three or four songs 
with just a snare and tom. 


Meeting people is easy, 
WINNING OVER CROWDS IS A LITTLE HARDER. 





entire bill together. Before the COVID-19 
thing happened, I was putting together a 
show that was so difficult. It was coordinating 
things with so many bands and getting bands 
to commit. People are flaky. Even if it’s a 
Saturday night show at a great place, it’s still 
pulling teeth, people backing out and getting 
someone else to replace them. 

Sean: Being responsible for the five-person 
turnout sucks because that means you’re not 
getting another show or they’re not going to 
trust you next time. 


Noah: There aren’t a lot of DIY spaces. Golden 
Beat is a DIY space but they only do one show a 
month, if they do that. It’s mostly a bar scene. 
Jake: Every time we play in Long Beach, we 
play with children. High school bands. 
Sean: Yeah, but children buy the merch and 
the records. [laughter] 

Kevin: What’s the weirdest thing that’s 
happened when you guys are playing a show? 
Sean: We were playing at a brewery in San 
Pedro opening up for a band called No Duh. 
They’re a No Doubt tribute band. 
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Sam: He kicked the kick drum. 

Kevin: That’s classy. [laughter] 

Noah: Because he had no pedal.. That’s 
how Chris saw us the first time. It was 
embarrassing. [laughter] 

Sean: Was he bummed out seeing the band 
with me next time? [laughter] 

Jake: He was like, “There’s way too much 
kick drum in this band anyway.” [laughter] 
Kevin: He signed you guys specifically 
because he wanted a band with a drummer 
who actually kicked the kick drum. [laughter] 
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Sam: That’s an easy gimmick. [laughter] 
Kevin: What is the oddest thing you’ve 
learned about each other from being in this 
band that you’re willing to share? 

Sam: Sean runs ten miles a day. He sleeps 
fully clothed on the bed just like this [stands 
up stiff as a board]. [laughter] 

Sean: Jake, [laughter] your sleeping. 

Jake: You mean that I’m nocturnal or that I 
blast the white noise machine? 

Sam: Both of those—on tour with the white 
noise machine. 

Kevin: No one is going to say anything 
about Noah? 

Sean: I want to keep my twenty-five percent 
song-writing royalties so I’ll be quiet. 
[laughter] We’re all sweethearts. We’ve 
been in so many bands and we know how to 


behave. We’ve picked each other at this point - 


in our lives for a reason. Anything weird 
we’re just okay with because we really like 
each other. It’s why we’re doing this. 

Jake: There’s one thing about Noah. It’s not 
that weird but I do find it endearing. When 
he first introduces a new song to us, he plays 
each part of the song—like the verse and the 
intro and the choruses—as separate pieces. 
We have no idea how the song actually goes. 
[laughter] We’re like, “Can you just play the 
song from start to finish?” 





Sam: Then we start talking about the song, 
he has no idea which is the bridge and which 
was the chorus. [laughter] 
Noah: Theoretically, | know how to identify 
those parts in songs. I’m not that good at 
doing it in my own songs. 
Jake: It’s just so funny because they’re such 
great songs. I’m like, “No, that’s the bridge.” 
I’m telling him what the sections of his songs 
are. [laughter] 
Kevin: You all have jobs. How do you guys 
balance the work life, band life, family life? 
Sean: The more you’re in control of your 
fate in terms of booking gigs and that sort of 
thing, you can juggle it. It’s not a burden. | 
might be overworked or overstretched, but I 
love doing this so I make.time to do it. You 
make time because you love it. 
Noah: | think we all have the idea that we’re 
respectful of everyone’s time. I don’t think 
our aspirations of this band are too lofty. 
Being a constantly touring band, 1 don’t 
know who that is successful for. The bands 
that are able to tour constantly and put out 
a record every year, I don’t think that that’s 
really for me. I don’t want to be away from 
my wife and cats for that long. 

As_an indie band or a punk band, bands 
are still making the same kind of money they 
were making in the ’70s, ’80s. It’s always 


been that way. It’s always been a struggle. 
There have always been some bands that are 
able to get to another level of touring and be 
a legacy band. 

Sean: | feel bad for the bands right now that 
are doing that slog currently that have to stop 
with COVID-19. 

Noah: I feel bad for them. 

Kevin: Not that you lack aspiration, but 
you have a different set of aspirations as an 
independent DIY band or independent DIY 
musician. So how do you define success as a 
musician or as a band? 

Noah: That’s such a hard question. 

Sam: I don’t define it. [laughter] 

Noah: It would be great if it could just be 
defined as people knowing your band exists and 
hearing you and just appreciating that you’ve 
put some new work of art into the world. 
Jake: The Breakups don’t play that often 
anymore; there was something people would 
say to us—I don’t know if other bands get this 
or not-—-but it was always really funny to me 
is that people will go, “Man, I always forget 
how good you guys are.” [laughter] “Great, 
that’s really helpful that we have to start over 
with every single show.” [laughter] 

Kevin: Usually I hear, “I forgot how bad you 
guys are.” [laughter] 

Sean: I think success is if you’re happy doing 
it. For me right now, am I happy doing it? Do 
I look like I’m happy on stage? Do I want to 
go to band practice and hang out with these 
guys? Do I want to be up until 2 AM playing 
a gig? Yeah. That’s success for me. Being 
happy to do all that stuff. 

Sam: I want to be able to play music, work, 
and live. As long as I can still play music, I'll 
be happy. It’s nice when a lot of people do 
come to the shows but it’s not anything that I 
can really control beyond just trying my best. 
Kevin: Awesome. There’s a third album in 
the works in 2020, maybe? 

Noah: Yeah. We have the bed tracks for a 
twelve-song album. We might have a couple 
songs ready to release from the album sooner 
rather than later. We have a couple of songs 
we would like to put out as a single. I don’t 
even know if it’s possible to release a 7” 
single with the whole lacquer crisis. 

Kevin: The lacquer crisis is amazing. 

Noah: That was pre-COVID world. I 
haven’t even looked at options. By the time 
this interview comes out, we should have 
already released a couple of Why Trains 
Crash sessions b-sides. One of those songs, 
“Pilot Light,” we’re trying to figure out how 
to release that. Ideally we would like to 
give it to some COVID-19 benefit comp or 
something like that. 

Kevin: Is there anything else you guys want 
to say for the interview? 

Noah: I hope people are staying home and 
that they’ve been staying home for weeks by 
the time they read this. 
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Nate Powell has done a number of impressive things. 

In the 90s and early 2000s, he and ten other bandmates in 
Soophie Nun Squad packed show spaces—and later in the 
evening—your living room floor. Throughout that time he 
was also working on illustrating and writing comics. In 2009, 
while still playing in bands, his book Swallow Me Whole won 
the Eisner Award for Best Graphic Novel. His collaborative 
hook series March (written by Congressman John Lewis and 
Andrew am won the National Book Award in March 2016, 
making it the first graphic novel to ever win this award. 

These days, Nate doesn’t play in any hands or see alotof jf 
shows. He focuses on making comics and spending time with § 
his family. He’s been busy since March.Hewroteandreleased § 
Come Again, a fever dream-like horror story that takes place 
onan Ozarks commune. He illustrated the Van Jenson-written 
gritty crime drama Two Dead, set in 1940s Arkansas. He also 
wrote and illustrated the short essay About Face, which you 
should read as soon as you finish this issue. 

But for this interview, | didn’t want Nate to talk about his 
books. | wanted Nate to talk about Nate Powell: the positive, 
hardworking, self-described aging punk who has had run-ins 
with well-known politicians and card-carrying “jinglers.” 
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Rick: I saw some of your originals and was 
shocked that you draw on 8.5x14-inch paper. 
You don’t go larger than that, do you? 

Nate: It depends, actually. A lot of it has to 
do with the practicalities of time. Drawing 
comics is my full-time job and I have to 
trick myself and know what works to stay 
motivated and not get burnt out from book 
to book. Some books were done fourteen 
inches high like Come Again and Any 
Empire. March, in particular, was the perfect 
size for my lettering to be reproduced for 
maximum readability but to also have it be 
dense enough. Other books like Swallow Me 
Whole, Two Dead, Come Again — these are 
all done at sixteen or seventeen inches. I try 
to get two pages done a day so I can meet my 
deadlines. So I’ll kind of bounce back and 
forth and sometimes if I can tell that doing 
it larger is slowing me down. If it is, I will 
switch to smaller pages so I could do more 
than two pages. None of that is healthy in the 
long term. But it’s gotta be done. 

Rick: You’re usually working two to three 
books at a time. What’s the cycle right now? 
Nate: I finished March in May of 2016. It 
was such an utterly intense project that really 
tried the stability of my family and physical 
health; I knew something had to change. But I 
also had all these backed-up books that I had 
put on hold while doing March. So I have it 
worked out now that I’m actively drawing 
one book at a time and I’m writing or doing 
some corrections on other books. And that’s 
working well. Immediately after March, I 
started working on Come Again and I would 
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quietly be thumbnailing or penciling Two 
Dead. And as soon as I was done with Come 
Again, | jumped right into inking Two Dead. 

I just wrapped up anew book and now I’m 
actively not drawing anything. It’s March 21, 
2020 and day nine of a complete lockdown. 
All I’m doing is dad stuff and survival stuff. 
I’m getting about thirty minutes of writing 
and thumbnailing done each day, so I have 
broken free from the cycle of doing multiple 
projects at once. The thing about comics is 
there is so much invisible work that doesn’t 
happen on-page. So I’m still juggling all 
the preparatory work and writing. But I’m 
sticking to only inking one book at a time 
now and it’s much healthier. 

Rick: What are the basic tools when 
illustrating? 

Nate: | tend to use the classic tools of the trade. 
I do all my work physically on paper except 
cleaning up my files in Photoshop a little. I have 
very little Photoshop skill. I use a mechanical 
pencil, bristol board, Speedball india ink with 
a Hunt 102 crowquill nib, and a Windsor & 
Newton No. 2 sable color water brush. 

Rick: The thing I admire most about you, 
other than your convincing positive attitude, 
is your work ethic. Bore our readers with 
your daily routine. 

Nate: My work ethic started when I was in 
junior high. My friend Mike Lierly (also 
from Soophie Nun Squad and Tem Eyos Ki) 
and I started self-publishing comics together. 
Very early on we worked out the benefits of 
building structure and discipline for yourself 
to meet self-imposed deadlines. 
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These days, my structure is based around 
my kid’s school schedules and stuff. It means 
I have a severely limited range of time in 
which to work. And right now school is 
canceled until the next school year. We live 
in a dark ocean of time right now. But when 
there is school and a functioning society, I 
have from 9 AM to 3 PM to do all my work 
and get about an hour of chores done. So that 
gives me about twenty-five hours a week to 
work. But I still have about forty-five hours 
of work to fit into that. 

I’ve had to work out a visual shorthand 
which lets me draw almost twice as fast, 
which looks the same as how I used to draw. 
And right now, I’m trying to slow down 
drawing because I can tell I’m getting a 
little lazy with it. So as soon as I drop my 
kids off at school, I work straight through to 
lunchtime. I give myself fifteen minutes for 
lunch and I work as hard as I can until about 
2 PM then stop. 

I absolutely do not try to get any work 
done at night or on weekends. One thing I’ve 
discovered, especially after having two kids, 
is that when you try to squeeze out time, 
even just an hour or two over the weekend, 
I usually don’t get it done. It becomes so 
stressful to try to make the time that I just 
become shitty. I become a shitty dad and a 
shittier partner and it’s not worth it. I get 
so much more done by compartmentalizing 
my life. 

Rick: Do you think your drawing comics with 
your strict schedule has kept you from doing 
other things like playing in bands again? 


Nate: The thing about band practice in later 
adulthood is that it tends to take place in the 
evenings. It’s not a conflict with comics, 
it’s a conflict with parenthood. Generally 
speaking, I traded band-time for parenthood- 
time in 2011. Someday I will get enough 
of a window back and make a band happen 
with somebody out there. I’m waiting for 
that fire to be relit again, but I don’t get to 
spend much time with my wife just hanging 
out. I get about an hour after my kids go to 
bed and I would rather do that: just one hour 
with my favorite person before I go to sleep. 
Also, five years ago I got struck with a case 
of shingles from a variety of stresses. I had 
to change my entire way of doing things in 
life, and a lot of that was I could no longer 
short myself on sleep. That’s just one of the 
realities of growing older in general, but it 
was really exaggerated by carrying shingles 
for the rest of my life now. 

Rick: You don’t like to stretch yourself too 
thin. You are really good at the things you 
stick to. I’m just assuming you are a good dad 
and a good partner. But I’m just assuming. 
Nate: I try. 

Rick: I’m interviewing your kids later. 
Nate: Please do! 

Rick: Do you have formal education for 
drawing comics? 

Nate: I do. I spent three years at the School 
of Visual Arts in New York City, so I actually 
have a degree in cartooning. I had some 
awesome teachers and some of my classmates 
are still friends and peers to this day—like 
Farel Dalrymple, Becky Cloonan, Raina 
Telgemeier, Brendan Burford, Steve Cefalo, 


James Jean, Mark McCoy, and Mike Lierly, 
of course. We all went to school together and 
many of those people are punk adjacent. A 
lot of us didn’t hang out while we were in 
school; at least I didn’t. My mind wasn’t in 
New York. It was back in Arkansas, where 
I was focusing on Soophie Nun Squad and 
the comics I was making. I was taking all of 
my time and putting it towards the projects 
I had already been working on for the past 
five years. 
Rick: The reason | ask is that your typography 
is very good and it is very recognizable as 
you’re lettering. Kind of like the Aaron 
Cometbus font. You give your lettering so 
much “ummph.” Is that something you have 
always done or did you just have an epiphany 
of, “Wait a minute, I can make the words do 
whatever the fuck I want!”? 
Nate: That was gradual. There are a lot of 
cartoonists and illustrators who brought 
the importance of activated lettering to 
my attention. 
Rick: For example... 
Nate: Historically, the most important 
example is Will Eisner—which is full 
incorporation of lettering into the visual 
plane. But in terms of my peers, I would say 
Lilli Carre, Dash Shaw, and Erin Tobey. And 
Erin was influenced by Lynda Barry who was 
also a direct influence on my lettering. Even 
what John Porcellino (King Cat Comics) 
does—the level of minimalism that he has 
and his openness. Even though the lettering 
in itself is very plain, it provided seamless 
merging between the text and the image. 
Working on Swallow Me Whole, more 
than anything else, because of the context 
and because so much of it revolved around 
sensory experiences. That book is what 
made me realize that this was still a kind of 
untapped potential in comics. And so it drove 
me to push my lettering to have more of a 
physical presence to activate other sensory 
processes in the reader’s mind. 





Rick: Speaking of Will Eisner, getting 
prestigious awards is a rare thing to see in 
the punk community. What was it like getting 
that first Eisner award? 

Nate: It was in 2009 when I got that first Eisner 
award and it was completely unexpected. It 
was in this big grand ballroom and that book 
was sort of my first blip on the comics radar. 
The graphic novel award was the last one 
given out for the evening. I was nominated 
for three awards but had already lost out to 
the first two. So I was getting my backpack 
ready to head out, get'a drink, and walk 
around a little in San Diego. But then Jane 
Wiedlin of the Go-Go’s was giving out the 
award and I was sorta in awe. I was zipping 
up my backpack when | heard her say the 
words “Swallow Me Whole” and | remember 
nothing other than I got a kiss on the cheek 
from Jane Wiedlin, I opened my mouth and 
said some shit, and I don’t remember the rest 
of the evening. 

Rick: Wow! And what about the National 
Book Award? 

Nate: It was eight days after the presidential 
election and it was the most necessary 
healing experiences for an entire room of 
authors, creators, and literary people being 
together to celebrate quality ideas and to 
celebrate the sharing of those ideas in print. I 
wasn’t expecting to win that award either but 
already felt the healing of the room. 

And that happened very quickly. It 
was the first award of the night as far as I 
remember and within a few minutes, I was 
leaping on the stage with two friends and one 
of my lifelong heroes. It didn’t have a surreal 
quality but a hyperreal quality because of 
what we as a nation and as a society had 
just been stricken by this year and the year 
prior, just watching this massive push toward 
the right throughout our social and political 
realities. So it felt really good to be there in 
a warm and cozy environment where people 
enjoy ideas and human beings. 
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Rick: I remember talking with Eric who Lees sti 
was your housemate in 2009. And he said 
when he asked how your trip was, you very 
nonchalantly said, “It was cool. I won the 
Eisner award.” It’s funny to imagine trying 
to find a place to put your prestigious award 
in a punk house. 

Nate: We had some weird stuff going on in 
that house. The year before was when the 
Juno soundtrack hit big and my roommate 
Matt was on it (Matt Tobey performed on the 
Kimya Dawson songs). There would be funny 
moments at the house. Matt would walk in 
with swag from the (Film Independent) Spirit 
Awards or something and be like “Hey, look 
at these stereo speakers I didn’t pay for!” 
Rick: Speaking of Matt Tobey, let’s talk 
about his sister! In a couple of your books, 
there is a version of your best pal and 
creative powerhouse, Erin Tobey. She also 
worked with you on Two Dead. How did a 
kid from Arkansas and a kid from Michigan 
get so tight? 

Nate: Twenty years ago, I ordered an Abe 
Froman (Erin and Matt’s band) 7”. I was 
going through the usual twenty-two-year-old 
speed bump in life and I got this record in 
the mail. It ended up being such a lifesaver 
musically and lyrically. It was everything 
that I needed: vibrant, sweet, and thoughtful 
music. So I wrote Abe Froman a love letter 
thanking them, along with a comic and a 
Soophie record. 

A few days later I got a phone call and 
Erin was on the line. Her band was going on 
tour. It was at the same time my band Boom 
Fancy was going on a short tour, so we 
combined forces and booked part of our tour 
together. At the end of that four-day stint, we 
became instant best friends. I moved into 
their house a couple of weeks later up in 
Michigan. A couple of years later, we ended 
up moving to Bloomington around the same 
time. We have been semi inseparable for a 
couple of decades. She’s a really fantastic 
human being. 

Rick: She’s very good at a lot of things. Have 
you guys collaborated on anything else other 
than Two Dead? 

Nate: Erin has worked behind the scenes 
on every book I’ve done. The only reason 
I know how to glue things together in 
Photoshop is that she gave me a crash 
course in 2006. Over the years I’ve gotten 
a little more skill. But anytime I have a 
particularly difficult page to finish up the 
production on or if I have some challenging 
patches or corrections that need doing, she’s 
kind of my go-to. I pay her hourly and our 
goal is to always find time and space to do 
a book or larger project together that is a 
true collaboration. We’ve only recorded two 
things together, an Abe Froman song and , 
one of the last things I recorded about ten ; : of : 
years ago. ‘ . é ? Apex er 
Rick: I just now remembered there was a 5 J 
Soophie Nun Squad and Abe Froman split 
record. 

Nate: She and I collaborated on the back cover 
of that. I think the back cover with the baby on —- MARCH 
a pterodactyl was our first collaboration. 
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Rick: So you’re trying to find a way to hang 
out with your friends by making them work 
with you. 

Nate: And, generally speaking, that is the 
shape of my thirties and forties and beyond. 
When our lives don’t allow casual time, you 
find structured and productive times to get 
that same quality time together. 

Rick: I feel that. Next question! You refer to 
yourself as an “aging punk” while much of 
our peers refer to themselves as “ex-punk.” 
Does that ever bother you? 

Nate: No, it doesn’t. One of my controversial 
opinions that I keep to myself... 

Rick: Not any more, Nate. You can’t keep it 
to yourself in this published interview. 

Nate: It’s all coming out in Razorcake! 
Growing up in my era of early to mid-’90s 
Arkansas punk, first wave CBGB’s punk bands 
were not significant to us. Typically, it came 
later on when these first-wave bands became a 
part of our lives. I was pretty late when it came 
to exploring these kinds of bands and more 
importantly reading first-person accounts of 
these bands, Please Kill Me being the most 
important of these oral histories. 

And to me, the basic truth is that punk 
itself is a thing that has never existed, as 
attested by the people who served in the 
first concrete community within punk. But 
the thing we call punk is a very real thing. 
So- it doesn’t bother me when people call 
themselves “ex-punks” because punk is 
nebulous and self-defined. I always and 
primarily think of myself as punk. I know 
that punk is as much of a part of me and is 
shaped by me as I am shaped by it. To me, 
it’s so subjective but not subjective enough to 
be meaningless. I understand why people call 
themselves “ex-punks.” I just refer to myself 
as an aging punk. 

Rick: I like “aging punk.” It means you’re 
still around and you still care. You’re still 
making signs to go to protests with. 

Nate: Yeah man. Ninety-nine percent of the 
rest of our lives require a lot of the stuff that 
shaped us in punk in order to get by, especially 
in an era of necessary sustaining protest. You 
return to those basic core concepts. Like if 
somebody else is not providing a movement 
or an avenue to express discontent or protest, 
you have to do it yourself. Especially if it’s just 
you. And sometimes that means you will be 
at a protest with 150 people there and you’re 
the only person with a sign, and you’re like, 
“How is this possible?” I must acknowledge 
that they didn’t go through a DIY mindset. 
It is a mental leap to say, “What resourses 
do I have at home? I need to sit down and 
make it happen.” Those are things I’m just 
increasingly thankful for—is recognizing 
how that applies in my life forever. 

Rick: You do make a good sign. It’s that 
lettering. 

Nate: It is Eisner-nominated, Rick. [Jovial 
laughter follows.] 

Rick: Just because | like the story, how did 
March come into fruition? 

Nate: March’s origin comes from 2008. The 
co-writer Andrew Aydin is a staffer with John 
Lewis. Andrew was getting made fun of in 


the office for being a comic book nerd. John 
Lewis came to his defense saying, “Don’t 
make fun of him. When I was a teenager 
there was a comic that was very influential 
on the (Civil Rights) movement.” 

So he told everyone about this 1957 
comic about the Montgomery Bus Boycott 
published and distributed at some of the first 
organized non-violence training workshops. 
It was sold and distributed by Jim Lawson 
and Martin Luther King. It turns out Dr. 
King edited the script himself. It ended up 
being used for a couple of decades, including 
in the 1960s during Cesar Chavez’s labor 
movement. It has a bizarre and rich history. 

In 2008 that book had fallen into complete 
obscurity. Andrew discovered a digitized 
copy online and found it to be revolutionary 
and transformative. Andrew had a lot of 
questions that he and Congressman Lewis 
were raising about getting young people 
involved in activism and in the civic process 
of reintroducing and correcting the history of 
the Civil Rights Movement. Every question 
seemed to scream the answer, “We need to 
do.acomic book about your role, John Lewis, 
as a young person in the center of the Civil 
Rights Movement.” And after a few months 
of urging and prodding, John Lewis neret to 
collaborate with Andrew on it. 

Rick: That’s a great story and it seems like 
Andrew was right. | know you have palled 
around with John Lewis, but back when you 
were in Arkansas did you ever run into any 
other politicians? Possibly in the woods? 
(You see reader, I’m baiting Nate.) 

Nate: [stammers for a second] Yes, in fact! 
It was really weird to grow up in the ’80s 
and ’90s in Arkansas because the same year 
Soophie Nun Squad started and I started 
publishing, that was the year that Governor 
Bill Clinton became president. It also clouded 
and skewed my assumption about the political 
alignment and allegiances across the board in 
Arkansas. But also, a lot of people have first- 
or second-hand stories about running into or 
partying with the Clintons. 

There was one time when I was a scout 
and I was doing a lake cleanup. And I was 
cleaning up trash behind a building and some 
people were gathering for some kind of a 
talk or ribbon-cutting thing. As I was coming 
around from behind the building, I bumped 
into this big belly coming at me. I look up and 
it’s Bill Clinton. Remember, we are behind 
this random building in the woods and I was 
in shock. Two seconds later, these two guys 
come back and they’re like, “Sir, is there a 
problem?” Bill Clinton kind of swishes my 
hat down over my head and says, “Nah, 
this guy is just getting out of here. [chuckle 
chuckle]” So bewildered, I went back around 
and a couple of minutes later Bill Clinton 
comes out from back behind the building to 
deliver some kind of speech. The older I got, 
| assumed that he went back there to smoke a 
jay before he gave the talk. 

Rick: Define the word “jingler.” 

Nate: Oh yes, gladly! The jingler crystallizes 
a particular cross-section of the punk 
freeloader who reared its head in the ’90s 
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and into the 2000s. The word “jingler” came 
from the traveling, oblivious, and resource- 
sucking punk who would drift from couch 
to couch and house to house until they got 
kicked out of their next location. But you 
would always hear them approaching your 
house due to the jingling of their keys. 
And then you would turn out the lights and 
pretend you weren’t home. 

But I guess the economy of the late 
’90s peaked and gas prices were low. Zines 
and records were plentifully available for 
us to do on a relatively cheap basis. The 
sub-economy of punk had this symptom 
of its own failure; which is the jingler. 
Sometimes they are independently mobile 
with a car, sometimes they’re train hoppers. 
They zapped the resourses out of any punk 
community or punk house. They think 
they’re part of this big network of sharing 
and production, but they’re the people 
eating all the Food Not Bombs cookin’. 
They’re the ones who use up your precious 
resourses and mess up your house. They 
might make a batch of applesauce once 
and they think they really made a major 
contribution to the community. So jinglers 
have to get kicked out or you can just leave 
their backpack on the front porch and leave 
a strong message that they need to move 
on. Jinglers can wind up on your tour and 
be in your van for weeks. There are also 
guitinglers, with acoustic guitars. Who 
won’t just jingle on your tour, but will 
jingle onto shows. It goes on and on, but 
that’s a jingler. 

Rick: Did you come up with that? 
Nate: Eli, Maralie, and Tim from Soophie 
Nun Squad came up with that one. 


SOOPHIE NUN SQUAD | BECCA ANTOLIK 


Rick: I’ve heard you say that the members of 
Soophie Nun Squad collaborate to this day. 
What are your post-Soophie collabs? 

Nate: Soophie Nun Squad became defunct in 
2006. Right at that time, I had started a one- 
person band called Wait. But the recording 
features Eli, Maralie, and Mark from Soophie. 
Mike and I were in the band Universe. Eli 
and Maralie are always collaborating. Their 
divergent creative vision turned into a band 
called Humanbeast and they’ve been doing 
that since 2007. Tim and I had a hip hop 
project called Blood Sugar. We tried to 
make a 12” one time and it did not work out. 
Between Wait and Universe, Mike and I had 
one of my favorite bands of all time called 
Divorce Chord. We recorded everything 
through one track onto a loop pedal in our 
house in mono. Things were un-editable. It 
was a fantastic recording project. We made 
fifty songs in a month and a half and released 
two CD-Rs. It’s probably the most satisfying 
recording project in my life. 

Rick: I’ve never heard of that. 

Nate: Yeah, it exists! 

Rick: Present party excluded, who are 
some of your favorite punk and non-punk 
cartoonists/comic creators? 

Nate: In terms of people who are punk 
adjacent, I like comics from Liz Suburbia, 
John Porcellino, Ben Passmore, Becky 
Cloonan and my all-time favorite cartoonist 
in the industry, Julia Wertz. 1 was reading 
Julia’s comics in 2016 while I was finishing 
up March. The levity and hilarity in her 
comics in every single panel saved my life 
and saved my psyche. And also Ron Regé Jr. 
is a big influence on me. And outside of being 
punk-adjacent, would be Jillian Tamaki, 
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Mariko Tamaki, Tillie Walden, Emily Carroll, 
Ezra Claytan Daniels, and Mariko Tamaki’s 
collaborator on her new book, Rosemary 
Valero-O’Connell. I think she is the closest 
stylistic cousin of my comics. 

Rick: What would be a dream illustration job 
or comic? 

Nate: I love doing record covers and I only 
really get to do them once a year. But I would 
just love to do a couple of fantasy metal 
covers. If I could do an illustrated version 
of Ursula K. Le Guin’s The Lathe of Heaven 
or The Left Hand of Darkness, | would love 
to do that. And as far as comics, any self- 
contained offshoot X-Men book. | would drop 
everything to do a full creator-controlled X- 
Men one shot. 

Rick: You read that Marvel? And what would 
you say to someone who is just starting to 
draw comics or a thirty-seven-year-old who 
isn’t good at drawing comics? 

Nate: Well, I would say you don’t have to be 
good at drawing comics to draw comics. It’s 
perhaps the most accessible and democratic 
form of mass media storytelling that has been 
invented. I tell it to my children, and I tell it 
to my friends and my peers. All it takes is 
something to draw with, something to draw 
on, and an idea. You can let go of things and 
throw them in the trash and try again. Or can 
try something ambitious, long, and precious. 
It doesn’t really matter. What matters is to 
find the time and discipline to do it. Give 
yourself the time. 

Rick: You did it! You’re done! 

Nate: Success. My re-entry to the punk 
printed atmosphere is complete! 
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Andy Garcia 
1. Maze, Tour Tape 2020 
2. PC World, Self-titled tape 
3. Real People, Real People Give 
Guns to Hong Kong demo 
4. Situations EP 
5. Android, Chapter 00] EP 


Anthony Mehlhaff 
* Butthole University, Slow Learner 7” 
* Cancer, Pastor 
¢ Launcher, Bone Saw 
* ACxDC, Satan Is King 
* Squid Pisser, Waves of Confusion 


Art Ettinger 
« An Uneasy Peace, Self-titled 7” 
* The Templars, Reconquista Volume 
1: 1993-1998 (2020 reissue) LP 
* Mikey Erg, Bon Voyage 7” 
* Nos Da, Self-titled 
* Screeching Weasel, 
Some Freaks of Atavism 


Billups Allen 
Top 5 Recent Singles 
1. The See Saw, 3 Song E.P. 
2. Power, The Fool 
3. Archaeas, Rock N Roll 
4. Head, Just a Little Bit Better 
5. The Protruders, 
No More/It’s Not Easy 


Buddha 
+ Laffing Gas, /t’s a Beautiful Day in 
the Gulch LP 
* Cometbus #59: Post-Mortem 
* Shellshonic Shag O Vision S1 E3: 
Vacation and Marked Men 
¢ We Were Living in Cincinnati 
comp LP 
* River’s Edge, The Runaround CS 


Chad Williams 
Top 5 Quarantine Songs 
1. Ramones, 
“You Sound Like You’re Sick” 
2. No Problem, “Isolation” 
3. Citizens Patrol, “Cabin Fever” 
4. Dead Kennedys, 
“Government Flu” 
5. Randy, “Rockin’ Pneumonia and 
the Punk Rock Flu” 


Chris Mason 
1. Eerie Family, Self-titled LP 
2. Ditches, Self-titled LP 
3. Dark Thoughts, Must Be Nice LP 









4. Personality Cult, New Arrows LP 
5. This Is the End of Something but 
It's Not the End of You by Adam 
Gnade (book) 


Chris Terry 
* Exedo, Demo 2020 
* Rhys Langson, Language Arts Unit 
digital album 
¢ Fleabite, NVM 12” 
« Irreversible Entanglements, 
Who Sent You? LP 
* Rereading Yuri Herrera’s novel 
The Transmigration of Bodies 
during a pandemic 


Craven Rock 
1. Wichita Stories 
by Troy James Weaver (book) 
2. Book of Embraces 
by Eduardo Galeano (book) 
3. The Golliwogs, Fight Fire: The 
Complete Recordings 1964-1967 LP 
4. The Oppressed, 
Music for Hooligans 
5. Anticlimax Leviathan 
by Ryan Bartek (book) 


Cynthia Pinedo 
Five Things I've Enjoyed Listening 
to/Doing/Watching While Staying at 
Home This Spring 
* Young Guy, Guv I & I 
¢ Worriers, You or Someone 
You Know 
* Stretching/Pilates classes online 
with @homebody_movement. It 
feels nice to include movement in 
my day and check in with my body. 
They are super inclusive and teach to 
all skill levels! I highly recommend 
taking a class. 
¢ Watching some of my favorite 
bands do online sets and Q & A 
sessions. It’s nice seeing these artists 
bring light to this time from their 
home to mine. 
* Going on socially distanced 
walks and smelling all the fresh 
spring blooms! 


Daryl Gussin 
* Alice Bag, Sister Dynamite LP 
* Erica Freas, Young LP 
* Dumpies, Jim Thorpe CS 
* Kalle Hygien, Absolute Bomber 7” 
tie with Exedo, Demo 
¢ Fur Coats, Dystopia Sherbit LP, 
tie with Gross Polluter, The People 
Get... What the People Get LP 


Deb Frazin 
1. Resonars, Blindside LP 
2. Voiid “Sour” single 
3. The Mummies at Zebulon 
4, Niis at The Echo 
5. Hank Wood And The 
Hammerheads, Use Me 7” 


Donna Ramone 
Top Five Things I Hated Today 
1. Not having a pet 
2. Back pain from my 
shitty chair/posture 
3. Menstruation, all of it 
4. Not knowing when I can 
safely see my friends again 
5, The bozos protesting to 
go back to work 


Eric Baskauskas 
Top 5 Songs on Suicidal 
Tendencies ’ Suicidal for Life (1994), 
the Most Fun/Stupid CD That I've 
Dusted Off and Nostalgia-Tripped 
on during Quarantine 
* ‘Don’t Give a Fuck” 
* “No Fuck’n Problem” 
* “No Bullshit” 
* “Suicyco Muthafucka” 
* “Evil” 


Garrett Barnwell 
1. Hayley And The Crushers, 
Vintage Millennial LP 
2. Iggy And The Stooges, 
Rare Power LP 
3. Tangerine Dream, 
In Search of Hades box set 
4. DIY face masks 
5. Psychomania (movie) 


lan Wise 
Top 5 Records I’ve Grown to 
Appreciate More Under Quarantine 
* Templars, Deus Vult 
* Underdogs, 
The Punk Demos Collections 
¢ Gruesome / Crikey Crew, Split 
+ Bezerker Boys, Self-titled 
¢ Tozcos, Suefios Deceptivos 


Jamaica Dyer's 
Quarantine Top 5 
1. Cut your teeth on this gardening 
thing by growing some blades of 
grass in a little cup. Grass seeds 
grow extremely fast, and seeing 
the little blades burst through the 
dirt with a tiny little dewdrop in the 
morning will make you feel alive in 
this world. 
2. Grow cilantro from seed. This 
little herb will elevate those 
quarantine quesadillas, breakfast 
tacos, and frozen tamales. Did 


you know cilantro grows from 
coriander seeds? 

3. Go salvage some dirt and 
whatever grown plants they have at 

the local plant nursery, if you have 

one. Our local nursery was outdoors, 

the employees helpful, and the social ‘ 
interaction empowered me for the 
next few days. 

4. Travel through time going through 
your old notebooks and sketchbooks. 
If you’re insane like me, you’ ll find 
plane tickets from trips you forgot 
about, stories about people you 
haven’t seen in years, and things 

like movie stubs that never seemed 
precious before. 

5. Organize your zine collection. 
Everything else can go, but the 

zine collection is precious and can 
be organized by year, author, re- 
packaged in new boxes, or displayed 
prominently on your bookshelf. 








James Spooner 
Top Songs to Describe Life during 
the Pandemic 
1. The Cure, “Grinding Halt” 
2. Rotters, “Wash My Hands” 
3. Gorilla Biscuits, 
“Sitting Around at Home” 
4. Buzzcocks, “Boredom” 
5. Black Flag, “TV Party” 


Jamie Rotante 
Top 5 Things Keeping Me Positive 
1. Joy As an Act of Resistance 
by Idles 
2. Gratitude journaling 
3. Attending virtual roundtables 
hosted by progressive movements 
4. Mentoring 
5. Pony by Orville Peck 


Jennifer Federico 
Top 5 Lyrics I Have Enjoyed Lately 
1. “A wild heart in a cul-de-sac” 
(from “A Lap as Ken Worthy” 
by Vacation) 
2. “It’s sunny but the chill will bite” 
(from “Suburban Home” 
by Alice Bag) 
3. “We had the TV on in bed” (from 
“TV on in Bed” by Lenguas Largas, 
cover of a Tronics song) . 
4. “But they’re strange and distant to 
me now” (from “Pale and Vicious” 
by Color TV) 
5. “Ride the tundra on a grizzly 
bear’s back” (from “Lord of Alaska” 
by Shannon Shaw) 


Jennifer Whiteford 
Top Five Books I've Read in 2020 
That Razorcakers Might Like 
1. Heavy Vinyl by Carly Usdin 
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2. Resilience Is Futile 

by Julie S. Lalonde 

3. In the Dream House 

by Carmen Maria Machado 

4. They Cant Kill Us Until They Kill 
Us by Hanif Abdurragib 

5. The Witches Are Coming 

by Lindy West 


Jimmy Alvarado 
Five Things (Quarantine Edition) 
* Judy Alvarado 1940-2020. Thanks 
for being my mom. 
¢ Thanks to Karla, who hasn’t 
yet lost patience with me after 
being locked down together for 
two months. 
* Thanks to my job for letting me 
work from home. 
* GZA, Liquid Swords, CD. Perfect 
soundtrack for the apocalypse. 
* Fuck you to the Orange Menace 
for always managing to find a way 
to make the shittiest of situations 
infinitely worse. Hope a long prison 
sentence awaits his future. 


jimmy cooper 
Favorite MPLS Releases from the Last 
Year or So, In No Particular Order 
1, Horse Girl, “Missing Missive” 
2. Step Sister, Self-titled 
3. New Primals, Modern Lover 
4. The Rush, 
Workin on My Weird Shit 
5. Partition, Prodigal Gun 


Joe Dana 
Five Things I Enjoyed Before All This 
1, Paul Silver’s Birthday party at 
the Soda Bar with Hammerbombs, 
Tiltwheel, toyGuitar, and Dillinger 
fucking Four 
2. The grand opening of the venue 
portion of the Sardine in San Pedro 
with Toys That Kill 
3. Lenguas Largas, The Resonars, 
and Weird Night at the Sardine 
4. Razorcake Hearts Drinking Beer 
and Listening to Records Happy 
Hour at Footsies with Liuba, Caitlin 
Plays, and my brother Colin Dana 
DJing. We had free pie. 
5. I saw Kiss for the first time and 
it sure was Kiss. David Lee Roth 
opened. Great evening. 


John Miskelly 
Five Songs I’ve “Learned” on 
Guitar during Quarantine 
* “Get Well Cards” by Conor Oberst 
* “It’s a Shame about Ray” 
by The Lemonheads 
* “Hannah and Gabi” 
by The Lemonheads 
* “The Best Ever Death 
Metal Band Out of Denton” 
by The Mountain Goats 
* “T Can’t Complain” 
by Bomb The Music Industry! 


Juan Espinosa 
¢ Snarling Hate, How to Kill 7”, tie 
with Combat Force, Never Stray 7” 

* Riki, Self-titled LP 

* Chubby And The Gang, 

Speed Kills LP 

+ Internal Rot, Grieving Birth LP 
* Muro, Pacificar LP 


Kayla Greet 
* Drakulas, Spells, The Drolls 
at The Funhouse, Seattle 
¢ My War by Kurt Morris (book) 
* Boatless Booze Cruise live stream 
with Radon, Mikey Erg, Make War, 
Mobina Galore, and more 
* Specialist Subject Records, Don 
Giovanni Records, and so many 
other wonderful artists and labels 
organizing live streaming gigs online 
* Catching up on reading via the 
public library app which is full of 
e-books and audio books. It’s only 
April and I’ve read twenty-nine 
books this year. 


Kevin Dunn 
Covid-19 Quarantine Edition 
1, Re-reading the entire 
collected works of Snakepit in 
chronological order. 
2. Wire, Mind Hive 
3. Fur Coats, Dystopia Sherbit 
4. Dumpies, Jim Thorpe 
5. Keith Rosson, Road Seven (book) 


Kurt Morris 
1. Drug Church, Swell 
2. AC/DC, Powerage 
3. AC/DC, Highway to Hell 
4. Pedro The Lion, Phoenix 
5. Drug Church, Paul Walker 


Liz Jones 
Self-Isolation Bingo 
* Broke down crying watching 
a zoo livestream 
+ Ingested an entire bottle of “stress 
relief” tincture 
* News refreshed again 
* Google’d “sweat smells 
weird quarantine” 
* Organized video chat karaoke 


Martin Wong 
Getting Through the Curve 
* Money Mark’s daily Isolation Jams 
+ Alice Bag’s Fit for the Apocalypse 
(workout videos) 
* Legend of the Condor Heroes 
kung-fu TV shows from the ’80s 
* Playing backgammon, 
gin rummy, and Scrabble 
while listening to records 
* Being able to contribute to 
Razorcake from home 


Michael T. Fournier 
* Cometbus #59 
¢ Sam McPheeters, Mutations (book) 


* Neutrals, Kebab Disco LP 
* Savak, Rotting Teeth in 
the Horse's Mouth LP 

* Seiche, Demo Press LP 


Mike Faloon 
1. Boris The Sprinkler, 
Vespa to Venus LP 
2. Jeff Parker, 
Suite for Max Brown LP 
3. Subjunctives, Sunshine and 
Rainbows CD 
4. Chris Terry, Black Card (book) 
5. Rudolph Wurlitzer, The Drop 
Edge of Yonder (book) 


Nicult 
Top 5 Quarantine Reads 
* The Compton Cowboys: The New 
Generation of Cowboys in America’s 
Urban Heartland by Walter 
Thompson-Hernandez 
* La Vida Verde: Plant-Based 
Mexican Cooking 
with Jocelyn Ramirez 
¢ Lame Deer Seeker of Visions by 
John (Fire) Lame Deer 
¢ Let Me Take You (Una Historia de 
Familia y Amor) Volume 1 & 2 
by Janie Isidoro 
* On Earth We're Briefly Gorgeous 
by Ocean Vuong 


Paul Silver 
1. My 60th (!!!) birthday show, with 
Dillinger Four, toyGuitar, Tiltwheel, 
and The Hammerbombs, at Soda 
Bar, San Diego 
2. Le Saboteur, Ditch MLP 
3. Ignorados Comediantes, Roy LP 
4. Pears, Self-titled LP 
5. All the amazing live stream shows 
people have been doing during the 
pandemic “lockdown” 


Rachel Murray Framingheddu 
Five Things of Value that Razorcake 
Gives to Me 
1. Razorcake gives me a community 
and comfort that I am not alone in 
my heart and mind. 
2. Razorcake makes me mindful of 
others and their unique experience. 
3. Razorcake makes me see the value 
in creating something. 
4. Razorcake shows me new music 
and the work of others I can enjoy 
and learn from. 
5. Razorcake gives me laughter in its 
amazing comics. 


Rene Navarro 
1, My son. 
2. Dropkick Murphys, 
The Gangs All Here LP 
3. Sleater-Kinney, 
All Hands on the Bad One CD 
4. Guns, Germs, and Steel 
by Jared Diamond (not done) 
5. Dollar Boys video chats 


Rich Cocksedge 
* Shout out to all NHS/Healthcare 
workers and all key workers in the 
U.K. for their amazing work. 
* Stiff Little Fingers, The 
Professionals, TV Smith live at 
Bristol 02, March 12, 2020 
* Overwhelmed, 
Who Rules the World? 7” 
* Cable Ties, Far Enough LP 
* Cold Meat, Hot and Flustered LP 


Rick V. 
1. Decisions, Act Fast CS 
2. Midnite Snaxxx, Music Inside LP 
3. Laffing Gas, A Beautiful Day in 
the Gulch LP 
4. Sweet Knives, / Dont Wanna Die T’ 
5. Yokoi Kids, A Gameboy game of 
the month club. 


Rosie Gonce 
Top 5 Good Things during 
the Quarantine 
1, New Sweet Reaper record 
2. Drawing comics for 
Webcomic Wednesday 
3. New Bombpops record 
4. New Chats record 
5. Sneak peek of No Divide full-length 


Theresa W. 
Top Five Shows I Hope 
Get Rescheduled 
1. Bikini Kill 
2. Slow Mass 
3. Mannequin Pussy 
4. Old Man Gloom 
5. Black Belt Eagle Scout 


Toby Tober 
Top 5 Movies I Have 
Recently Enjoyed 
1. Honey Boy 
2. Michelle Wolf: Joke Show 
3. Never Surrender: A Galaxy Quest 
Documentary 
4. The Last Black Man 
in San Francisco 
5. The Death of Dick Long 


Todd Taylor 
* Worriers, You or Someone You Know 
* Alice Bag, Sister Dynamite LP 
« Lenguas Largas, The Resonars, 
and Weird Night at the Sardine, tie 
Radioactivity at the Bootleg 
* My War by Kurt Morris (book), 
¢ Erik Nervous And The 
Betablockers self-titled LP 
* Chubby And The Gang, Speed Kills 


Ty Stranglehold 
1. Drakulas, Terminal Amusements LP 
2. Gross Polluter, The People Get... 
What the People Get LP 
3. Faux Replika, Presenting! LP 
4. The Mark Vodka Group, 
Self-titled LP 
5. Big Sad, Send Help LP 
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1981, THE: Easy (It’s Not): Flexi 7” 
Excellent debut track from Oakland’s 
own The 1981, featuring Adam 
Widener (of solo and Warm Soda fame) 
and Bobby Martinez from Circuits. 
The single’s only track is a monster. 
Mellow at the start until the song kicks 
in full-blown, showcasing the duo’s 
unassuming power. Fans of both punk 
and indie/Britpop-leaning stuff will 
eat this up. Catchy and upbeat with 
well-crafted lyrics, this track is worthy 
of the noteworthy plugs it’s received, 
including Billie Joe’s Spotify playlist. 
It’s difficult to pin point precisely what 
they sound like, but if you’re a fan of 
Pains Of Being Pure At Heart, this is 
right up your alley. -Steve Adamyk 
(Dandy Boy) 


2 LAZY BOYS: The Recline of 

Western Civilization: LP 

This record brought me so much joy 
in my isolation bunker, the way only 
goofy East Bay punk can. It is mellow 
like a front porch hang and you might 
catch yourself singing about the G.G. 
Allin shirt you never had or slow 
dancing to a song about bad tattoos. 
—Liz Jones (Deimos) 


AERIAL SALAD: Dirt Mall: LP 

This Manchester-based trio has been 
garnering a lot of favorable attention 
in the U.K. of late so I was intrigued 
to find out what all the fuss was about. 
The opening track “Dirt Mall” is a 
catchy, mid-tempo sub-three minute 
snotty tuneand provided an extremely 
promising start. Beyond that though 
it all seemed to.go somewhat astray, 
veering into the realms of Arctic 
Monkeys, Stereophonics, and Oasis, 
not bands that do it for me at all. At 
no point does Dirt Mall make a U-turn 
away from that path. There’s no doubt 
that there is talent within Aerial Salad 
but this is a band that I can’t see me 
keeping track of based on this album. 
-Rich Cocksedge (Plasterer) 


AIRSTREAM FUTURES: 

Le Feu Et Le Sable: LP 

If I was asked to produce a list of my 
favorite vocalists, then one of the first 
names I’d write down would be Devon 
Carson, who has a voice which gives 
me goosebumps. Of course Airstream 
Futures is more than just her vocals 
but for me they are the focal point of 
any song | hear from this band. The 
best thing is, she is even better live 
and that is the true test of any great 
singer. Beyond the vocals, Jeff Dean 
provides an intricate-yet-beefy six- 
stringed wall of sound to underpin 
Carson, whilst the drums do so much 
more than just keep the beat with 
well-placed flourishes of joy to look 
forward to. This is an excellent follow 
up to Spirale Infernale and evidence 
of a band very much on the rise. —Rich 
Cocksedge (Little Rocket) 


ARCHAEAS, THE: Rock N Roll: 7” 

The title track is a tasty, catchy lo-fi 
rock’n’roll ditty. The flip, “Replica,” 
is a bit darker in tone and sounding a 
bit more like it’s from the early °80s. 
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RECORD REVIEWS 


Punk if punk was punk. Aggressive, political, 


and fucking loud. 


Baa Watt -tt- (A 


HOTMOM, Stupid Vegan Band CS 





Sound is “budget,” but clean and 
punchy and the tunes are well worth a 
listen. Jimmy Alvarado (Total Punk) 


BAKLAVAA: Sleep Running: CS 
Baltimore’s Baklavaa play a kind of 
droning, experimental punk akin to 
a less interesting and less engaging 
version of Brainiac. A good background 
soundtrack for the coronavirus dystopia. 
~The Lord Kveldulfr (Self-released) 


BIG NOTHING: Chris; LP 

This is the first full-length record from 
this Philly-based band and it’s great! It 
feels like a good, more fully realized 
continuation of their first four-song 
EP. The band members switch off on 
vocals throughout the record, adding 
an element of surprise around each 
corner. Some songs have an anthem- 
y Lemonheads quality, while others 
remind me of an edgier mid-’90s Gin 
Blossoms. This record holds energy 
throughout and every song pulls its 
weight. I’ve heard their name for a 
while, but never got around to listening 
to them and I’m so happy that I have 
now! I’m a fan! —Emily T. (Salinas) 


BIG SAD: Send Help: LP 

I can’t tell you how excited I was 
to hear this. New music from Dave 
Decker (Clairmel, Vaginasore Jr., Too 
Many Daves, Decker, Sandspur City, 
among many others) is something to be 
celebrated, and I did so by turning the 
volume knob way past the norm and 
letting the windows rattle. Sprawling 
melodic landscapes with themes of 
love, loss, levity, and law enforcement. 
It is clear that the affection that certain 
areas of Florida feel for guitar emotion 
of Leatherfaceian proportions is still 
going strong. These songs are beautiful. 
They are heavy. Intentional or not, 


Decker’s experiences of the last decade 
or so (from cautionary tale to one of 
recovery and redemption) loom large 
in this collection of songs. As I listen to 
it over and over, I can feel the warmth 
grow in my heart and the little hairs on 
the back of my neck stand up. I hope 
this is the first of many releases for this 
band. I can’t recommend this enough. 
—Ty Stranglehold (Rad Girlfriend) 


BIPOLAROID: Paint It Blacker: LP 

New Orleans psych rock with a bit of 
Syd Barrett in its DNA. The delivery 
is maybe a bit too laid back for its own 
good, but the songs themselves are 
decent stabs at lysergic pop. Jimmy 
Alvarado (Get Hip) 


BLACK VALLEY MOON: 

The Baleful Sounds of: CD 

While Sam Williams III has been 
part of Down By Law for quite a 
while, he has always found time to 
veer off into intriguing side projects. 
Electro-Requiem might have been 
my favorite up to this point just 
because it dripped with Big Black 
weirdness. Now we have Black 
Valley Moon. Putting together an 
engaging all-instrumental record 
is tough. Without vocals or lyrical 
content, mood is more critical. I’m 
happy to say this record is more 
than up to the task. “Beach Party 
of the Damned” has a surf feel 
that would have made Dick Dale 
smile, and dig that crazy sax solo 
man! “Gaspar’s Revenge” has a 
“Secret Agent Man” vibe in parts. 
Finally, the music is all wrapped up 
with “My Rifle, My Pony & Me.” 
Why do I think that this song could 
have been on the soundtrack to A 
Christmas Story? Excellent. —Sean 
Koepenick (Sharawaji) 


BOB: Self-titled: LP 

One of the odder, artier bands to 
emerge from the San Francisco punk 
scene in the early 1980s, BOB’s full 
recorded output is compiled onto 
this essential reissue. Both of their 
singles are included, as is their 1983 
LP, Backward. Creepy, funny, and 
very new wave, their signature sound 
features dual male/female vocals and a 
vibraphone. My introduction to BOB 
was viaan old Target Video compilation 
with a music video for a bizarre track 
of theirs called “Danger City.” It’s one 
of those haunting, eerie, inexplicably 
morose clips that were prevalent in the 
early video era. Rerun Records delivers 
BOB’s discography with remastered 
audio and awesome, poster-sized liner 
notes. Punk scenes used to produce 
high art like BOB. This reissue is an 
interesting horizon-expander for sure. 
-Art Ettinger (Rerun) 


BOMBPOPS, THE: 

Death in Venice Beach: LP/CD 

I’ve always considered The Bombpops 
to be a bit on the lightweight side for 
my tastes but Death in Venice Beach 
has seen the band draw me in to its 
sugary melodies, harmonies, and 
general all-round uplifting feel. I don’t 
think anything has changed either from 
the band or in my tastes; it’s just the 
case of this pushing the right buttons 
and making me feel happy. A good, fun 
album.—Rich Cocksedge (Fat Wreck) 


BOMBPOPS, THE: 

Death in Venice Beach: CD 

In the early- to mid-’90s I listened 
to a lot of Fat Wreck Chords bands. 
In the decades since my tastes have 
changed considerably, but I still hold 
the label and bands in high regard. 
Bombpops sound like a classic Fat 
band. Driving drums, soaring guitars, 
and the melody... oh the melody. This 
is a good album. If I was twenty again, 
I would be going nuts over it, but my 
old ass is content to have it on in the 
background and bounce my knee to the 
beat (until the arthritis flares up). I’d 
go see them if they came to town. —Ty 
Stranglehold (Fat Wreck) 


BOO HAG: Testify / The Further:2 x CD 
Two-person Southern rock, pretty 
well-developed and well-executed. I 
got the limited run double-CD, which 
has pretty cool artwork that invokes the 
dark arts. They describe themselves as 
“kick you in the teeth rock n roll, salt 
and peppered with the macabre with 
a twist of psychedelia.” And I mean, 
that’s definitely what they are doing. 
I am definitely side-eyeing the use of 
“voodoo” to describe their sound and 
their use of Boo Hag, which from 
my understanding is a figure rooted 
in Gullah culture that’s filtered more 
into mainstream Southern stories. But 
also, they probably know this already 
and are riding that edge on purpose. 
~Theresa W. (Self-released) 


CABLE TIES: Far Enough: LP/CD 
This album, the second from this 
Australian trio, has blown me away. It 
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is so, so good. The eight tracks blend 
moody, rhythmic post-punk with an 
angrier, gritty punk style. Cable Ties 
maintains a palpable tension from 
start to finish. This comes through 
blending the brooding with the fury 
using strident guitars, sharp high- 
pitched vocals, and a rhythm section 
which brings to mind New Model 
Army, most notably on “Anger’s Not 
Enough.” The sequencing stands out 
too, making Far Enough flow with 
ease, never missing a beat and flowing 
from one track into another. I listened 
to this a lot online before getting my 
copy through in the post and it’s stuck 
in my CD player now for repeated 
plays. -Rich Cocksedge (Merge) 


CARVELLS NYC, THE: 

Late Night Heart:7" 

Despite their name, this band sounds 
definitively like they’re from Jersey: 
E Street Band-style horns, classic 
rock’n’roll guitar, and lots of backup 
gang vocals. I’d go as far to say as 
they sound a little like Save Ferris at 
times—minus the ska and more rock. 
I can see that they’re going for a girl 
group feeling, but it just doesn’t hit the 
mark. —Emily T. (Die Laughing) 


CASUAL BURN: Mean Thing: LP 
Interesting mix of sounds from this 
band outta New Orleans. Bits of garage 
rock, punk, death rock, hardcore, and 
noise are whipped into a howling froth 
that is by turns skronky, sludgy, thrashy, 
complex, and layered. Thumbs way up. 
—Jimmy Alvarado (Handstand) 
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CHARGER: Watch Your Back: 12” EP 

Matt Freeman was in many other 
bands besides Operation Ivy and 
Rancid, including a stint in MDC. 
One of Freeman’s current projects is 
Charger, and his unmistakable voice 
shines through on the two tracks. 
Musically, there’s as much of a classic 
rock influence as anything else. As is 
often the case with Pirates Press, this 
release experiments with a new format. 
This media type premiered recently 
on a record by The Drowns. It looks 
like a picture disc, but it’s really a new 
process that allows for UV printing 
onto actual vinyl. As an added novelty, 
the artwork includes red eyes that glow 
in black light. Pirates Press continues 
to amaze with their quest to try out 
as many novel pressing techniques as 
possible. —Art Ettinger (Pirates Press) 


CIRCLE PIT: Pushed to Revenge: CD 

I can hear a lot of late-’80s crossover 
hardcore influence on the five tracks 
included, both in the music and the 
vocals. The lyrical focus of the songs 
are heavily travelled, typical thrash 
topics like drinking beer and killing 
people; easy to grasp punk/metal 
fodder that’s not exactly breaking new 
ground. This is recommended for fans 
of aggressively running around in a 
circle, clockwise. Must be clockwise. 
—Mark Twistworthy (Self-released) 


COACHWHIPS: Night Train: LP 

This is a reissue of a 2017 cassette, 
remastered on vinyl for the first time. 
It’s a collection of demos and outtakes 
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from all four Coachwhips records. 
Although I have a lot of respect for 
all he does, how much more can you 
write about John Dwyer’s projects that 
hasn’t already been said? I’m a fan of 
this label so while you’re checking out 
Coachwhips, take a look at their other 
releases! —Emily T. (Girlsville) 


COLD MEAT: Hot and Flustered: LP 
Cold Meat hails from Perth, Western 
Australia but the band that comes to 
mind was one formed some decades 
ago and many thousands of miles 
away. Crass. There is such a fire within 
these songs and their delivery—with 
lyrics being spat out with absolute rage 
and disgust. They are propelled along 
by a spiky yet heavy guitar sound that 
fits the mood perfectly. That is what 
brings Crass to mind, along with the 
way that that band took no shit and 
cared not for what anyone thought of it. 
There is a strong and uncompromising 
anti-misogynistic message proffered 
throughout Hot and Flustered, one 
that is shouted from the rooftops, 
making sure it cannot be ignored. Oh 
yes, they don’t like ZZ Top either, 
which is another positive to me. —Rich 
Cocksedge (Static Shock) 


COUCH POTATO MASSACRE: 

Booze and Delusions: CD 

Straight forward and solid pop punk. 
They’ve got all the best elements— 
poppy guitar riffs, gang vocals, fast 
drumming, bubbly bass lines, melodic 
singing. Mix them all together and 
you’ve got some fast and catchy 
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songs! They tend to write about pop 
culture topics like The Simpsons, 
Rick and Morty, Ninja Turtles, and 
Army of Darkness. The song “Carlos 
the Dork,” about Freaks and Geeks, 
jumps right into a ska riff for the verses 
and whips into a skate punk chorus. 
“Boomstick” sounds so much like 
Chixdiggit! and I’m completely okay 
with that. Seriously, did you guys get 
KJ to do guest vocals for that one? All 
the songs are pretty innocuous, fast, 
and just super fun. If you’re looking 
for some nostalgia in the form of song, 
it’s here. Great for bobbing your head 
along to on a summer drive, if we ever 
get to do those again! —Kayla Greet 
(Saffron DIY) 


COUDE: Save Our Souls: 10" 

Proficient French rock and _ roll. 
Probably something that would have 
been signed in the ’90s when labels 
were scooping up anything they 
thought could be sold as “alternative.” 
—Theresa W. (Self-released) 


COWBOY, THE: Wi-Fi on the Prairie: LP 
Two former Homostupids plus Steve 
Peffer (9 Shocks Terror, Folded Shirt, 
Pleasure Leftists, Donkey Bugs, the list 
is endless) equals The Cowboy from 
Cleveland (not to be mistaken with 
the Cowboys from Indiana.) Eleven 
tracks of discordant yet enchantingly 
rhythmic noise punk the way only 
Midwestern freaks can produce. 
Speaking of production, this album is 
masterfully recorded and mixed. Every 
guitar string plucked and twanged, 
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every bass cab rattle and thud, and 
every eardrum-splitting kick from the 
drums rings crisply from the wax to 
the speakers. Listening to good music 
can be quite the experience especially 
when the endorphins start rushing in. 
Feels good, man. More of this. —Juan 
Espinosa (Feel It) 


CRY BABE: Drunk Dial #5:7" 

Drunk Dial, the name of this series, 
is awesome. The idea is an original 
song and a cover. The original would 
be the perfect audio for the painting of 
Ophelia by John Everett Millais, think 
Bjork if my reference is too artsy. The 
cover is a stripped-down, recorded-in- 
the-bedroom version of “Violet” by 
Hole. It’s an interesting approach to 
such a ferocious song. —Ryan Nichols 
(Drunk Dial) 


DAKINIZ: Raging Shouts: CD 

These Parisians have a sound that 
reminds me of many different noisy 
post-punk favorites, but more often 
than not these songs left me with a 
Mclusky or Future Of The Left kind 
of feeling... aggressive, bass-driven, 
and “shouty.” There’s a song that 
very much reminded me of Les Savy 
Fav, and other times I can hear the 
influence of The Jesus Lizard. A level 
of melody and catchy musicality here 
puts this release more on the “rock” 
side of things, but it’s solid and filled 
with really catchy parts, something 
I’ll never complain about. These 
nine songs have plenty of hooks, but 
come with welcomed rough edges 





and chunky bass lines to dirty it up 
a bit. Enjoyable. -Mark Twistworthy 
(Self-released) 


DEADREAM: Self-titled: CS 

I am very particular when it comes to 
hardcore, Thankfully Deadream lands 
smack dab in the middle of my slim 
window of enjoyment: fast, brutal, 
non-metallic blasts with gruff vocals 
that don’t go full Cookie Monster. 
The longest song on this five song 
tape is 0:41 seconds. Have at it! —Ty 
Stranglehold (Extinction Burst) 


DESTINATION LONELY: 

Nervous Breakdown: CD 

Blown-out, fuzzy garage rock with a 
surprising amount of diversity to its 
sonic palette. They cover both Troggs 
and Stooges, setting the goal posts 
on either end, and between there’s no 
shortage of noise, buzzing guitars, 
psychosis, and heartbreak to keep 
ye flailing about. Jimmy Alvarado 
(Voodoo Rhythm) 


DESTINATION LONELY: 

Nervous Breakdown: CD 

This is a French garage band that 
basically sounds like a filthier version 
of The Troggs. The throwback element 
seems purposeful, calling back to a 
version of ’60s or ’70s psychedelic 
rock that never existed quite like 
this. Oh wait, I just got to The Troggs 
cover! Ha! Makes sense. Oh wait, 
and a Stooges cover. So, there, that’s 
all you need to know. Draw a Venn 
diagram of The Stooges and The 
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Troggs and you have Destination 
Lonely right in the middle. -Theresa 
W. (Voodoo Rhythm) 


DEUTER: Robrege ‘84 (Festiwal 
Robrege—Punk Seria Wpr Vol. 1):LP 
This is a live set recorded at a punk 
festival in 1984, and it sounds like 
it was recorded at a punk festival 
in 1984, alright. Mid-tempo Polish 
punk with a not infrequent saxophone 
scattered throughout, and I’m not sure 
if it’s the quality of the recording or the 
sax player, but it sounds like there’s a 
warble going on here and there. (After 
a few listens, I think it’s the sax.) At 
times this has a real Dead Kennedys 
aesthetic to it—cartoonish and very 
self-aware—while other times they 
drop the pretense and just go for it, 
either rocking out or bringing things 
to a lurching, art punk halt. Comes 
with a glossy lyric sheet (with English 
translations) and an amazing trifold 
color poster of the band playing. 
A lot of care went into this release, 
and I can’t begin to imagine how 
important groups like this must have 
been in 1980s Poland. —Keith Rosson 
(Warsaw Pact) 


DRAKULAS: Terminal Amusements: LP 
Buckle up kids, it’s time to take another 
trip into that seedy world of gangs and 
grit. A world populated with pimps, 
prostitutes, pervs, and vidiots whose 
stories are told by the main gang in 
town. Drakulas. It’s no secret how 
much I love this band and its premise. I 
have been hotly anticipating this record 


SICK THOUGHTS 
sit 


and I was not disappointed in the least. 
When we catch up with the crew, it 
feels as if it has been the turn of the 
decade. Kind of like the move from the 
seventies to the eighties. Scummy pool 
halls becoming scummy video arcades 
but inevitably remaining scummy. 
Drakulas’ trademark raw wave has 
gained a little new wave polish, but 
ultimately is still as raw as it comes. It 
can be hard when a band is comprised 
of members of other amazing bands, to 
step out of the shadows of those other 
bands and stand on their own. Drakulas 
not only pull this off but take it a step 
further. With Terminal Amusements, 
Drakulas have fully carved out some 
tertitory of their own. Their flick- 
knives are out and they’re going to 
protect it at any cost. I love it when a 
band manages to continually top itself 
when a new record comes out. I can’t 
stop listening to Terminal Amusements, 
and neither will you. -Ty Stranglehold 
(Dine Alone) 


DREGS: Watch Out:7” 

You can feel the energy put into every 
performance on this solid hardcore 
record. Julie’s vocals blew me away 
and the whole record kept me hyped up 
the whole time. It felt like a live show 
with all of the sustained momentum of 
a solid set. —Liz Jones (Refuse) 


DROWNS, THE: Under Tension: LP 

I’m gonna have to eat a little bit of 
crow here. It’s not that I ever took a 
strong position on the offensiveness 
of The Drowns. After over a decade 


of listening to and watching Rev in 
Success, I have admittedly pigeon- 
holed him into a pop punk slot. When 
he started a street punk band, I felt 
like they were shoving a pair of high 
top Converse into a Fred Perry hole. 
I’ve seen them live many times and 
felt they were enjoyable to watch. 
They always put on a great show. 
And certainly the working class 
frustrations and shout outs to the little 
guy themes of their lyrics piqued my 
interest, though it sometimes dives off 
into some cheesy waters. This most 
recent full length is so god damned 
good though. I certainly know that not 
every band can steal my attention with 
every song they write and that styles 
change as we grow as humans. What 
I really enjoy about Under Tension 
are those categorically Aaron Peters 
guitar parts, his significantly more 
powerful Al Barr singing style, and 
the bright and beautiful contrast when 
Andy Wylie takes lead vocals. I think 
adding a second guitar to the band 
really helped elevate their sound. The 
songs are so dang catchy you’ll find 
yourself singing along before they’re 
halfway through. I wasn’t ready for 
how good this record turned out to 
be. I’m really digging “Them Rats,” 
“Black Lung,” and “Cue the Violins.” 
There are plenty of bangers on the 
rest of the record too though. It’s fast, 
poppy, and gritty. They cover Jimmy 
Cliff’s “The Harder They Come” too. 
RIYL Street Dogs, Rancid, Dead 
To Me, and Noi!se. —Kayla Greet 
Cees ee, 





DYKE DRAMA: Hard New Pills: 12" EP 

This record is very close to my 
heart. It’s the third solo release from 
Sadie, formerly of G.L.O.S.S. It’s a 
devastating ode to our fallen friend, 
Barker Gee. Anyone who knew him or 
any of his bands will be able to hear his 
influence and Sadie’s tribute to him all 
over this record. As sad as these songs 
are, | also see them as beacons of hope, 
reminders of Sadie’s (and any outcast 
punk’s) strength and resilience and that 
no one has to face their struggle alone. 
—Emily T. (Get Better / Salinas) 


EDDIE & THE SUBTITLES: 

Self-titled: CD 

Analbum’s worth of new tunes from an 
infamous L.A./O.C. band responsible 
for one of the most iconic tunes from 
the first era of Southern California 
hardcore, “American Society.” While 
nothing here quite meets that big bar, 
things are remarkably consistent with 
the band’s “classic” output—gritty 
bar punk with a fair share of covers 
and some originals with lyrics that 
are a bit more astute and topical 
than may be noticed at first. blush. 
Good stuff, and it’s nice to see ’em 
out making noise again. —Jimmy 
Alvarado (Self-released) 


EGRETS ON ERGOT: 

Transcend Effigies: CS 

I can’t totally figure out what’s going 
on here, which is maybe part of 
the point. Each song sounds like it 
emanates from a different dark world: 


gothy punk with sounds from other 


worlds that are brought back down to 
earth with intermittent, straightforward 
classic punk riffs and vibes. I think my 
This Is Boston Not LA upbringing is 
preventing me from totally appreciating 
this. -Theresa W. (Self-released) 


ELLEN RIPLEY: Body Pact: CS 

The Damned (all eras) meets stoner 
rock, Not half bad. A bit more 
droney than I would care for, but 
there’s clearly a love for building 
up something. Epics in minutes, as 
it were. | don’t think I have enough 
black in my wardrobe to really vibe 
with this. Aesthetic darkness, but it 
generally feels more fun than that. The 
kind of spooky rock swagger that only 
exists in TV shows about vampires. 
~Gwen Static (Never Understand) 


ENCHANTERS: 

High Heel Roller Skates:7" 

This EP showcases the Toronto trio 
Enchanters’ mixture of aggressive 
power pop with Brit rock-influenced 
garage punk. It’s full of fuzzy bass, 
wild guitar solos, and old school 
crooner vocals. I hear elements of The 
Damned and The Stooges but with the 
glam cranked up to eleven. “High Heel 
Roller Skates” offers a spirited, albeit 
superficial homage to essentially a 
fetish item. “Firetruck” presents a bit 
more story to the songwriting (and a 
rollicking bass line). The song suggests 
that the object of their affection is so 
hot they are literally on fire all the time 
and “guess what you’re outta luck. No 
firetruck is ever, ever showing up.” The 


mood is party and the presentation is 
glam AF, but I prefer my depictions of 
women without them endlessly burning 
alive. —Lorien Lamarr (Trophy) 


ESTRANGED, THE: “Frozen Fingers” 
b/w “Worlds of Birds”:7" 

“Frozen Fingers” finds Portland’s 
finest purveyors of gloomy, icy punk 
incorporating a tasteful dose of twang 
into their sound. It’s transporting. 
Images of an empty, dark house with 
a copy of The Gun Club’s Miami 
spinning in the living room come to 
mind. There’s comfort in the grit. On 
the B side, they cover a °60s Dutch 
psychedelic garage rock band called 
Q65. As someone who has a lot of 
Estranged records already, I’m very 
happy to have this one now as well. 
—Daryl (Black Water) 


EXEDO: Demo 2020: Digital album 

Over the course of a decade, Chicago’s 
Daylight Robbery developed from 
sharp post-punk to urgent death rock. 
Exedo is Christine and Dave Wolf 
from Daylight Robbery’s new band, 
and they pick up where their old 
band left off, playing dark punk with 
haunting female vocals and slashing, 
reverby guitars. The big change is 
that Christine has switched from bass 
to keys, adding a thick, ominous hum 
to the songs and leaving room for a 
tight, crunchy rhythm section. There 
are four songs here and I like ’em all. 
Highlights include the guitar and keys 
break in “Lone Boot” and “Victim 
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melodies. The music’s gothy but not 
mopey, with strong pop undercurrents, 
like if The Bangles got possessed 
by ghosts in the desert. —Chris Terry 
(Exedo, exedochicago.bandcamp.com) 


FALAUN: Fools: CD 

Fools, appropriately released on April 
1, is the first foray for fledgling label 
Dead Invoices, run by Dave from 
Cornish thrashers Rash Decision. 
Falaun obviously piqued his interest 
via its abrasive hardcore barrage and 
Fools provides seventeen examples 
of that. Only one song clocks in over 
three minutes, highlighting the band’s 
get in and get it done approach. Dual 
female/male vocals add some variety 
to the intensity of Falaun’s output and 
I really felt as if I’d taken a bit of an 
aural battering after a few spins of this. 
A good start from band and label alike. 
—Rich Cocksedge (Dead Invoices) 


FAUX REPLIKA: Presenting!: LP 

This debut album snuck up behind me 
and knocked me out with a tire iron. 
What do you get when you mix the 
voice and synths of Roxy Epoxy with 
the straight-up punk rock excellence 
of Chris from Doc Hopper? You 
get Faux Replika and they sound 
as amazing as you would expect. 
Roxy’s voice is one of my favorites 
in music—period—so I was sold 
instantly but the combination of this 
duo’s styles is perfect. The guitars and 
drums mostly remind me of ’90s era 
SNFU (this is a huge positive coming 
from me!) and the synths fit perfectly. 


I can (and have) listened to this album 
over and over again without getting 
sick of it. There is something magical 
about it. I know that this is a project 
with geographical differences. I sure 
hope they continue to do this because 
the world needs more Faux Replika. 
Don’t sleep on this by any means. —Ty 
Stranglehold (Rad Girlfriend) 


FLEABITE: NVM: 12” 

Hooky ’90s-style alt-rock with sing- 
song melodies riding swirling layers of 
distortion. It’s thick and sun-drenched, 
lovely and unhurried, like a summer 
day spent driving around with a couple 
friends, secretly being glad there’s 
nothing to do. Six songs. Members of 
Waxahatchee and Aye Nako. I want 
to smoke weed to this in a teal 1995 
Saturn. —Chris Terry (Salinas) 


FLORES ROBADAS / 

CRIMES OF FASHION: Split: CS 

Flores Robadas are from Miami. All 
three of their songs move at a mid- 
tempo rock pace with some nice Gits- 
esque turns and posi intervals in their 
chord structure. The vocals are solid 
in a similar spectrum. The recording is 
also very strong for a demo. I couldn’t 
find any info about Crimes Of Fashion. 
They also provide three mid-pacers 
of well-constructed, _ nodding-in- 
agreement punk. Both bands’ songs are 
thoughtful in construction with a ’90s 
Florida feel that doesn’t incorporate 
any lazy emo tropes. It’s not my thing, 
but I enjoyed it and it’s well done. I'd 
say if you’re into Discount or The Gits, 


it’s a quality demo. —Billups Allen 
(Freetime Boyz) 


FLYTRAPS, THE: Wild Card: CD/LP 

The Flytraps are an up-tempo garage 
punk band that brings to mind the 
bravado of Johnny Thunders mixed 
with the Southern California influence 
and snottiness of The Stitches. There 
are a dozen punchy garage rock songs 
on this debut album, with a snarling, 
often ferocious-sounding — vocalist 
really setting this apart from its peers. 
Mush-mouthed, twisted jumbles of 
words spewing from the speakers at 
one minute give way to precise, sharp 
vocally delivered lines; moments 
that are often cutting to the bone with 
endless attitude and swagger. —Mark 
Twistworthy (Burger / Outro) 


FOOL'S ERRAND: Another Round of 
Disappointments By...:7" EP 
“Digging Graves” is a decent bit of 
mid-tempo punk rock with some oi 
undertones. “A New Fight” thrashes 
things up a bit, and “Better Off,” aims 
for the fences with a nice chanty oi 
anthem-in-the-making, all of it at first 
blush seemingly sans all the right- 
wing flag waving that too often comes 
with the genre. Good stuff. —Jimmy 
Alvarado (Fool’s Errand) 


FOSTER CARE: E/ Abuso: LP 

Killer hardcore punk from these New 
York cretins. It very much reminds 
me of the early ’80s style: raw, fast, 


Roger Miret (Agnostic Front) in how 
they are spit out with an urgency that 
almost clips the words, but I don’t hear 
any calls for unity in these songs. The 
music sounds nasty, violent, and out for 
a fight with anyone who looks at them 
sideways. If this record had come out 
in 1981 it would be Discogs gold. Get 
it now before you have to sell an organ 
or two just to get a VG+ eopy in years 
to come. —Matt Average (Total Punk) 


FREEZING COLD: Glimmer: LP 

My reference points are dated, but I 
could hear Freezing Cold coming up 
between Karate and Chamberlain on an 
emo-rock playlist. They’ve got wistful 
nasal crooning and a punchy rhythm 
section, but there’s a lack of dynamics 
and the songs fade into the background 
instead of taking off. I wish they’d let 
loose. —Chris Terry (Salinas) 


FROZEN TEENS: Self-titled: CS 

Catchy punk that never quite crosses 
into the pop punk territory. The 
chords are a little sinister in a way 
that calls to mind Hex Dispensers. 
Perfect for a zippy walk on an 
autumn night under a full moon. 
—Craven Rock (Dead Broke) 


FUCK IT... | QUIT!: The War Ritual: LP 
Raging hardcore, equal parts classic 
80s East Coast and ’90s Swedish 
d-beat. Short, fast blasts of vitriol, 
directed at the sick individuals and 
institutions that brought humanity to 


vicious, and unpredictable. Chris this point, the brink of destruction. 
Teenager’s vocals remind me a bit of Bleak and hopeless on the surface, 
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this is the type of record that also feels 
cathartic; comfort in shared experience, 
anecessary call-to-arms for likeminded 
souls in these trying times. —Chad 
Williams (Atomic Action! / Refuse) 


FUCK YEAH, DINOSAURS!: 

65 Million Beers Ago: LP 

65 Million Beers Ago is the much- 
anticipated sophomore album from 
Pittsburgh’s wonderfully goofy Fuck 
Yeah, Dinosaurs! These ten fast songs 
about dinosaurs having good times and 
kicking ass are squarely rooted in the 
best pop punk tropes of the past three 
decades, with influences from classic 
hardcore thrown in for good measure. 
Gimmick or joke bands rarely have 
the temerity to back up their humor 
with music that’s as satisfying as the 
chuckles, but a rare exception to that 
rule is Fuck Yeah, Dinosaurs! The 
high energy of their live experience 
is well-captured in the recording and 
mix by Zach Jamison of Latecomer, 
mastered by Dave Polster of Well 
Made Music in nearby Cleveland. 
If you’re skeptical that a band with 
a name as fatuous as Fuck Yeah, 
Dinosaurs! can deliver the goods, 
they’re here to prove you wrong. Yes, 
this record thoroughly and completely 
tules! —Art Ettinger (Self-released) 


FUR COATS, THE: Dystopia Sherbit: LP 
Marc Ruvelo and co. once again deliver 
the goods via The Fur Coats’ latest 
long player. I am a badge-wearing, 
card-carrying, T-shirt wearing fan of 
this band so expectations are always 





Soft Shoulder: 


‘Context ual Depreciation’ LP 


James Fella’s long-running junk-kraut / post- 


high for any music from The Fur 
Coats and Dystopia Sherbit doesn’t 
disappoint. Lyrics are amusing and/or 
bonkers whilst there are a shedload 
of catchy riffs to be heard across 
the album. The one difference to 
previous releases is that something, 
possibly the guitar, creates a rougher 
sound although one that soon fits in 
well once accustomed to it. I could 
go on but I will leave it there. —Rich 
Cocksedge (Johann’s Face) 


FUR COATS, THE: Dystopia Sherbit: LP 
The bleak, haunted town tension of The 
Effigies crossbred with M.O.T.O.’s 
neuro pop, and that undeniable touch of 
class that only Mr. Mare can deliver. A 
sound that’s inescapably Chicago, but 
also so much more. Blue collar Devo, 
like playing an afternoon weekday 
show in a dark bar as the sun struggles 
to shine through the slightest crack of 
the rear exit door which has been left 
slightly ajar. It might not be the ideal 
situation, but for everyone in ear shot, 
they’re about to get a generous dose 
of the human outsider experience. 
Truly unique, genuinely thoughtful, 
and above all: fun to listen to. -Daryl 
(Johann’s Face) 


FUTURE SCARS: Harrow: 2 x LP 

I expected cheesy, macho metal from 
the imagery of knights on the cover and 
was pleasantly surprised that it is more 
of a femme Dungeons and Dragons 
quest through the inner worlds of the 
mind kind of vibe. Harrow is dedicated 
to survivors of sexual violence and I 


really appreciate the fresh vulnerability 
of this record. The packaging is 
beautiful, and the lyric booklet reads 
like poetry. —Liz Jones (Matron) 


GARY ROBERT AND COMMUNITY: 
Open Wide: CD 

These songs would fit splendidly 
on the soundtrack to an obscure 
road movie. The scenery: stark. The 
cinematography: bright and washed- 
out. The camera pans from a long shot 
to a muscle car eating up the road on 
an obscure highway somewhere in 
the Southwest. The desperate and free 
characters stare straight ahead as any 
one of the songs from Open Wide blares 
out the window. To me, that perfectly 
encapsulates what this band sounds 
like, but I’ve also made it a mission to 
watch every road movie ever made. So 
for everybody else, Gary Robert And 
Community are older gents obsessed 
with playing the punk rock of their 
time—like X, Iggy Pop, and Sisters 
Of Mercy—and getting as close to the 
spirited rock’n’roll essence of those 
bands as you could ask for without 
digging out their records, —Craven 
Rock (Yet You) 


GLAZER / SPOWDER: Split: 7” 

I don’t know shit about either of these 
bands, but this is a really good split 
record for two bands I’ve never heard 
of—low-fi_ slacker rock aesthetic 
through and through. Glazer presents 
a sloppy punk hippie indie sludge 
rock, while Spowder seems to rest 
comfortably between a high energy 


OUT 


garage rock band and something like 
Idles. As a piece of advertisement for 
a jaded punk rock critic, 1 would check 
further recordings of these bands in the 
future. Some say my heart grew three 
sizes this day. Recommended. —-Gwen 
Static (State Champion) 


GOLF DOLLS: Die Trying: CD 

Quirky, punky rock more reminiscent 
of ’70s bands like Bizarros than, say, 
Black Flag. The tunes appropriately 
aren’t “ragers,” per se, but the oddball, 
singular nature evident is a breath of 
fresh air from bands actively playing 
to whatever template is most currently 
popular. Jimmy Alvarado (UMJAA) 


GOUGE AWAY: “ Consider” 

b/w “Wave of Mutilation’: 7" 

Two new songs from one of the more 
underrated hardcore bands out there 
today. “Consider” sounds like if Drug 
Church was fronted by Meghan O’Neil 
of Super Unison and Punch. “Wave 
of Mutilation” is a Pixies cover that 
doesn’t stray far from. the original 
except for Christina Michelle’s vocals, 
which are at times a bit raspy (in a good 
way). It’s not surprising to hear Gouge 
Away doing a cover of the Pixies since 
they get their band name from the 
Pixies song of the same name. The A- 
side is a little better, but both tunes are 
solid. Recommended. —Kurt Morris 
(Deathwish, Inc.) 


GOVERNMENT FLU: House Arrest:7” EP 
Another doozy of a release from this 
Polish hardcore juggernaut. Tunes are 


NOW ON 


NO FRONT TE TEETH REC UES 


punk unit returns with a collection of recordings 
from live performances and practice tapes 
Heiding an “early Rough Trade 7"s haphazardly 
dubbed over a Cluster tape” sort of sound. 
————EeEe————— 


Available NOW on Gilgongo Records: a 
record label and mail-order from Arizona. 
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short, zippy, and delivered with tight 
precision, and complemented by a 
great production job. One of the better 
bands on the global scene, here. Much 
attention should be paid. —Jimmy 
Alvarado (Refuse) 


GROSS POLLUTER: The People Get... 
What the People Get: LP 

It has been a long, winding road of 
transformation for the legendary 
Smogtown to become Gross Polluter 
(a tale detailed in Razorcake #114). 
With a handful of EPs over the last 
few years and members coming, 
going, and coming back, the release 
of their debut full length album shows 
it’s clear that everything has finally 
locked into place. I mean, of course 
they sound like Smogtown. How 
could they not? The thing is, they 
manage to sound different at the same 
time. Young aggression morphs into 
experienced discontent. Snapshots of 
the sun-baked Southern Californian 
suburban nightmare are still presented 
with the shocking clarity that we 
have come to expect, but with a new 
and often unsettling perspective. It 
isn’t just the lyrical content painting 
these portraits. Have you ever 
wondered what suburban decay and 
late stage capitalism sounds like? 
It’s Gross Polluter. The menacing 
groove, occasional keyboards and 
stabby, slashy guitars immediately 
bring forth the soundtrack to this 
soft launch apocalypse that we .are 
wandering through. Get polluted! —Ty 
Stranglehold (Garage Rock) 
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GROSS POLLUTER: The People Get... 
What the People Get: LP 

Many a creative minds have been 
lost to the suffocating nature of 
SoCal monoculture. But between the 
cinderblock and stucco the cretins plot 
their counterattack. Gross Polluter 
(interviewed in Razorcake #114) 
were those cretins— and even now 
as they enter middle age—are still 
those cretins. They play aggressive 
O.C. punk with lots of gang vocals, 
but there’s something that separates it 
from the pack. It’s weird. It’s artful. It’s 
well thought-out and each track offers 
something different than the track 
before. Never thought a beatdown could 
be so dynamic, but here we are, listening 
to an album that radiates vitality and 
danger and the same seething critique 
of the American suburban experience 
that these guys began dishing out in 
the late ’90s while operating under 
the alias Smogtown. The H.O.A. 
doesn’t stand a chance, the hoodlums 
have become homeowners, and Gross 
Polluter’s cynical scumbaggery is here 
to stay. Daryl (Garage Rock) 


HAKAN: Drunk Dial #6:7" 

Ilikethe Drunk Dial series conceptually: 
Get a band drunk and have them write 
and record an original song and a 
cover. I’ve reviewed a few of them, 
but in practice this release by Italian 
trio Hakan is my favorite to date. The 
original “Tempuras Never Come” is a 
melodic upbeat earworm. The cover 
is Devo’s “Mr. DNA” but sped up 
into energetic party fuel. I don’t even 
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drink and I think from these tracks that 
I'd enjoy drinking with Hakan. They 
sound like fun drunks. —Lorien Lamarr 
(Drunk Dial) 


HAKAN: Drunk Dial #6:7" 

This is an awesome punk single right 
here: Italians with a Radioactivity kind 
of sound. The original song on here is 
quick, fun, spazzy, and it rules. The flip 
side is a cover of “Mr, DNA” by Devo 
and these guys made me fall in love 
with that song all over again. Perfect 
fit and delivery on this one. —Ryan 
Nichols (Drunk Dial) 


HAMILTONES, THE: 

The Shape of Walter: 7” 

Surf is apparently happening in Buffalo 
and it just makes me so bitter that I don’t 
live there right now. People in Buffalo 
can’t do anything without a little bit of 
self-deprecating humor and that’s all 
over this record, which has no vocals 
at all and just follows monsters all over 
the city. For instance, “Dracula Goes to 
the Gas Station...Alone...Again.” It 
makes me nostalgic for that city. Keep 
coming at me Buffalo, this shit is great. 
—Theresa W. (Self-released) 


HARRY ANSLINGERS, THE: 

Zwei Minus: CS 

This tape is filled with wild, lo-fi, 
up-tempo garage rock that blazes 
through eight songs in fifteen 
minutes. The songs here are often 
spastic and ugly, while other times 
it’s more straightforward with catchy 


hooks aplenty. Harry J. Anslinger, the 
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horrible U.S. politician from which the 
band presumably took their name, was 
a well-known racist shitbag who was 
most notorious for his anti-marijuana 
crusades and targeted racist attacks 
on early jazz musicians and their drug 
use, but there doesn’t appear to be 
any type of political agenda here. 
Listening to this is best paired with 
smoking a joint followed by a Billie 
Holiday record on the turntable. 
—Mark Twistworthy (Phantom) 


HAYLEY AND THE CRUSHERS: 

Vintage Millennial: LP 

For as many positive things that this 
release has going for it—a cool cover, 
sweet looking hot pink vinyl, a sixteen- 
page zine in lieu of a traditional lyric 
sheet, production values that hit that 
elusive sweet spot of sounding really 
good without sounding overly fancy, 
a tuneful-yet-punchy sound _ that 
lands somewhere between the slick 
songwriting of the Shivvers and the 
punkier lunge of the Baby Shakes, 
fairly faultless playing, a general vibe 
that the band chiefly aspires to being 
nothing more nor less than the second 
coming of Josie And The Pussycats 
(if Alex and Alan replaced Melody 
and Valerie)—the single aspect of 
this package that threatens to define 
the entire experience for me is their 
bizarrely censored cover of X’s “Los 
Angeles.” I mean, first they change a 
certain line to “she started to hate every 
sticky old dude.” I mean, I wouldn’t 
be particularly keen on singing “she 
started to hate every n**** and Jew” 
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myself these days, so that one’s 
understandable. But then they change 
the next line to “and the old man who 
gave her a lotta spit!” The old man 
gave her... spit? SPIT? It’s come to 
this? We’re not gonna swear on punk 
records? What, are our moms listening? 
Have we become our moms? Too weird, 
man. I can’t deal. I lose immersion 
at that point, and stop thinking about 
the record, and start thinking about 
how weird and gross it is that the 
old man gave her.a lot of spit. Social 
distancing, man! Social distancing! 
BEST SONG: “Put a Little Action in 
Ya.” BEST SONG TITLE: “Forever 
Grom.” FANTASTIC “AMAZING 
TRIVIA FACT: The person who did 
the inscription in the run-off grooves 
has really good penmanship. —Rev. 
Norb (Eccentric Pop) 


HEAD TO WALL: Demo 2019: CS EP 
Four piece from California. I’m 
not saying all bands need to have a 
Facebook page but a bio or something 
else online would help if that is not 
an option. I couldn’t tell you if these 
guys are still together or not. Metal-ish 
hardcore with “Reaching...” showing 
the most promise. Was that a whammy 
b&t dive bomb I heard before the first 
chorus? Why yes, yes it was. —Sean 
Koepenick (Extinction Burst) 


HITS: Sediment Seen: CS 
In the nicest way possible, I would 
never listen to this album. It’s 


television-inspired post-punk, which is 
complicated in its complexity, but not 





necessarily in its melodic overtones. 
There is purposefulness in the out-of- 
tune jingles delivered, but it’s anti-pop. 
Noise pop would be generous. It seems 
to be specifically trying to deliver an 
antithesis to the American canon of 
melodic thought, pushing the limits of 
how to define and suggest the methods 
we use to drive songs forward. Not 
fun to listen to. Not bad either. -Gwen 
Static (Paisley Shirt) 


HOTMOM: Stupid Vegan Band: CS 
Pure chaos, from the moment you see 
the tape. The line drawing insert on the 
single piece of white paper could either 
be a nod to Picasso or a child’s drawing 
of a semi-sexual nature. This tells you 
basically everything you need to know. 
Punk if punk was punk. Aggressive, 
political, and fucking loud. The real 
gem on this short tape is “Afford to Kill 
Yrself,” which leans more into super 
tight and controlled hardcore. —Theresa 
W. (Crass Lips) 


| KNOW I'M AN ALIEN: 

Do You Work Here?: CS 

Weirdo DIY retail and consumerist 
concept album seems to be what is 
happening with this project. It’s British 
lo-fi weirdness that splits the difference 
between Television Personalities and 
Zip Code Rapists or something. “Here 
are the customers, here they come. 
They would kill you if they could” is 
a perfect lyric to describe this crazy 
mess. This anti-customer screed is 
often brilliant but is far from easy 
listening. If you love UK DIY and 


assorted weirdness you are likely to 
have found your new favorite band. 
—Mike Frame (Self-released) 


ID: Twoja Twarz: LP 

If you dig late-’80s metallicized G.B.H 
and Exploited like I do, complete with 
gated drums and loads of reverb, then 
this record is up your alley. Recorded 
in °91 but only ever released on 
cassette by SPV in 793, this vinyl 
reissue is well-deserved. Sung entirely 
in Polish, this is the band’s last will and 
testament, and their only full length in 
a decade of existence. Recommended. 
—Chad Williams (Refuse) 


INCISIONS / PIZZA TRAMP: Do You 
Know Who You Look Like: Split 7” 
Each of these bands from the U.K. offer 
up a pair of songs drenched with anger 
and a foot to the floor approach that 
creates a sense of urgency from start 
to finish, Both are fixtures on the live 
scene, although I’ve unfortunately yet to 
see either. I can only imagine that their 
gigs are riotous occasions. The standout 
track is Pizza Tramp’s “Knighthoods 
Are for Cunts,” an acerbic attack on the 
way honors are bestowed on people in 
the U.K., many of whom receive them 
for toadying to Prime Ministers. It’s 
an abhorrent and outdated practice, 
one which serves to continue the class 
divide. Put this single on your wants list. 
—Rich Cocksedge (TNS) 


INFEKCJA: Singles 1997:LP 
Infekcja were a crusty hardcore band 
from Wroclaw, Poland that existed 





from 1991 to 1998 and resurfaced in 
2003 and 2011. I hadn’t heard of this 
band prior to receiving this for review 
but boy am I glad this exists because 
this is some seriously pulverizing 
crust and grind a la Dropdead. This LP 
collects songs from two 7”s and a split 
7” and includes a huge booklet with 
lyrics (both in Polish and English!) 
and photos. It’s too bad this band 
didn’t get the props they deserved 
outside of Poland during their first run 
as a band. With any luck this release 
will get them some recognition from 
anarcho-crust-grinders the world over. 
—Juan Espinosa (Nikt Nic Nie Wie / 
Trujaca Fala) 


INSECURITY: Willpower: 7” 

Crushing New York hardcore from 
France with lots of themes involving 
violence, anger, a misguided society, 
and willpower. Nine songs on a single 
7” is impressive. Fans of all the classic 
East Coast bands, like Cro-Mags, 
Agnostic Front, Youth Of Today 
should be pleased with this imported 
dose of energy. —Ryan Nichols (Refuse 
/ Straight And Alert) 


IRREVERSIBLE ENTANGLEMENTS: 
Who Sent You?: LP 

Why am I reviewing spoken-word jazz 
in a punk magazine? Well, like the best 
punk records, Who Sent You? has an 
anti-cop song and a spirit of rebellion. It 
sounds like it’s being played by people 
who are killing some time before their 
insurgent political group has a meeting. 
Irreversible Entanglements are from 
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Philly and feature Camae Ayewa of 
Moor Mother on vocals. She’s got a 
deep, ominous voice that rides over the 
band’s dark and funky take on classic 
jazz. The results are moody and 
cinematic, grounded yet powerful, 
and one hundred percent cool. It’s 
jazz for people who throw Molotov 
cocktails. We could all throw a 
couple of those these days. —Chris 
Terry (International Anthem) 


JIVESTREET REVIVAL: Self-titled: 12” 
Imagine an early ’80s L.A. punk 
band who listened to Venom and 
was recorded like the Spits. You’d 
end up with something that sounds 
like Jivestreet Revival: lo-fi garage 
punk, and from Germany of course. 
It all makes perfect sense. —Chad 
Williams (Slackersound) 


KALLE HYGIEN: Absolute Bomber:7" 
Synth-shit, robo-pogo, mongomayhem. 
It’s garbage and I love it! Definitely 
in the same bratty/zany headspace as 
Lumpy or Urochromes, but there’s a 
classic U.K. punk feel to the vocals. 
Luminous Dave Vanian vibes shine out 
from beneath the buzzy, fuzzy noise. 
Is this what happens when you kick 
a drum machine in the ass? It turns 
into someone named David Hansson? 
—Daryl (Push My Buttons) 


KIDNAPPED: 

Collected Works 2017-2019: LP 
Powerviolence and its cornucopia of 
assorted relatives have always been of 
those “little goes a long way” things 


for me—too much and it quickly 
becomes an assaultive din and I’m 
quickly heading for the nearest door. 
This collection of Kidnapped’s works 
is very much along the same lines: it’s a 
bit of a slog taken as a whole, but quite 
effective in smaller doses. The band 
flails and pinballs from one tempo and/ 
or song to the next, usually in under half 
a minute, alternating between howling 
virulence and sweating rage. Like most 
of their peers, it ain’t for everyone, but 
they do what they do quite effectively. 
—Jimmy Alvarado (Redscroll) 


KOHTI TUHOA: E/4 Totuudesta: 7" 

This is Kohti Tuhoa’s follow up to 
2019’s excellent album Jhmisen Kasvot 
and the five tracks have the same feral 
quality the band has displayed since it 
began. In addition to an underpinning 
d-beat it also makes me think of 
bands like Brain F# and Das Drip as 
it’s not just straightforward hardcore; 
there are bits which are a bit more 
unconventional in that respect. Those 
slight diversions makes this all the 
more interesting and enjoyable too and 
allows Helena’s vocals to show her full 
range. —Rich Cocksedge (La Vida Es 
Un Mus) 


LAGWAGON: Railer: CD 

Where to. begin? Honestly, with a 
band that (amongst a small handful 
of others) define a record label and 
a subgenre? Lagwagon has lived, 
loved, and certainly been through a 
lot. Yet somehow, they remain one 
of the select few from the era that 
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never stopped. Thirty straight years 
is no easy accomplishment. Having 
unintentionally overlooked a selection 
of their records over the years, there 
live show a while back (their first time 
in Ottawa) exceed my expectations. 
Sure, the band is now comprised of 
not one, but three former members of 
RKL (obvious points scored there), 
including the mastermind Chris Rest, 
but they’re a force to be reckoned with. 
Railer is reflective of that statement in 
the present day. From start to finish, 
it’s a testament to the fact that this 
band (and Fat) have persevered and 
are where they are for a reason. My 
good friend thinks this may be the best 
Lagwagon record and while that’s a 
bold statement, I’m not about to argue, 
either. Steve Adamyk (Fat Wreck) 


LEPER: Frail Life: LP 

Seriously, I dunno exactly what it is 
they put in the smérgastarta in Umea, 
but the “hit” ratio of kickass hardcore 
bands from there is a bit of a modern 
marvel. Leper is no exception, and 
their contribution to the local legacy 
is no less crucial—punchy thrash one 
moment, brooding and feral the next, 
and “P&D” has hints of early Hiisker 
Dii lurking underneath. Varied, gritty, 
rockin’, and fuggin’ faboo. —Jimmy 
Alvarado (Kink) 


LESS: Subway:7” EP 

Chaotic mid-tempo hardcore that 
sounds like it’s being held together 
with spit, duct tape, and a prayer. 
It’s barely competent, yet oddly 
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compelling, in much the same 
way as Pacific Northwest legends 
Solger’s much ballyhooed EP once 
was—the band just pummeling their 
instruments with an apparent urgency 
one doesn’t come across quite so often 
these days. I’m betting there ain’t a lot 
of copies out in the wild, and there 
wasn’t any contact info I could find 
for ’em, and that’s a shame ’cause this 
is a surprisingly memorable listen. 
—Jimmy Alvarado (Slackersound) 


LOCKED INSIDE: 

Your Thoughts Your Own:7" 

This is some raging hardcore from 
NYC right‘here! Serious anthem vocals 
and killer production, with songs in the 
one-and-a-half minute to two-minute 
range. I can imagine a crowd pulling 
some serious finger pointing moves 
during their live set. This might be 
the most difficult style of HC to find 
a newer band playing that is not boring 
or embarrassing. I suppose the term 
“youth crew” might come into play 
here, more than, say, NYHC, but these 
songs and recording are simply killer. 
This will bring some of you old fucks 
out of mosh pit retirement for sure. 
—Mike Frame (Not Like You) 


LOT LIZARD: Self-titled: LP 

Self-described post-punk band from 
Sioux Falls, S.D. Plenty of °90s 
alternative and ’80s goth rock influence 
here, but only the non-aggressive parts. 
This is a good rainy day, late-morning 
record to throw on while drinking your 
first cup of coffee and recovering from 
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last night—not too abrasive, but not 
lulling you back to sleep either. Chad 
Williams (Total Drag) 


MAN EATERS: Gentle Ballads 

for the Simple Soul: LP 

Members of Tarantiila, Ciilo, and 
Bleeding Gums step into more, um, 
“traditional” rock leanings than those 
others may have indulged. Dancing 
on the fine line between driving punk 
and Britain’s legendary New Wave of 
Heavy Metal, they jackhammer and 
bludgeon every precious bit of the riffs 
on which they’re based, forging each 
tune into something that sounds like 
a cross between, say, Superbees and 
Saxon’s rowdier moments. Delving 
into this territory can often be the 
kiss of death for lesser mortals, but 
they deliver the goods in spades here. 
—Jimmy Alvarado (Feel It) 


MANIC RIDE: Self-titled: 7” 
Full-throttle hardcore from Sweden. 
Very much like Poison Idea but with 
an early 2ks twist. Unfortunately 
there’s no discernible comparison to 
Bl’ast from whom their namesake is 
taken from (the album Take the Manic 
Ride). Pity. It might have made this 
record worth some more spins. —Juan 
Espinosa (Refuse) 


MASSAKREE: Happy Static 

Pogo Nightmare Noise: 7" EP 

Noisy, simple hardcore cut from the 
same cloth as Disorder and Chaos U.K. 
The sound production is appropriately 
lo-fi and distorted, the songs short 





“‘n’ sweet, and by the end you feel 
like you’ve had yer ears scrubbed 
vigorously with Brillo pads. Jimmy 
Alvarado (Amok) 


MIDDLE-AGED QUEERS: 

Too Fag for Love: LP 

With former members of Flipper and 
Fang to name a couple, this band 
knows what they’re doing. The eight 
song release heads straight to toolbox 
of °80s West Coast punk. Bands 
that instantly come to mind are The 
Avengers and Adolescents. No gang 
vocals like the latter comparison, but 
catchy as hell melodies all the same. If 
it wasn’t already clear by the title and 
band name, this is a queercore group. I 
don’t love the lyrics all the time—the 
graphic nature and disregard for safe 
sex of “SoDoMe” is the one that mostly 
comes to mind, though I do love the 
play on words they did with the song 
title. I don’t care that there’s a song 
about anal sex—that’s not what bothers 
me. I just don’t enjoy listening to songs 
that go into such detail about fucking. 
Then there’s songs like “Bike Cock” 
which chants “Fuck that cock / Get it 
out of my face” and then right into “If 
you ride a bike you’ll ride a dick” and 
I’m left a bit confused about who the 
target audience for this is. Straight men 
who are homophobic? Finally there’s 
their “Theme Song” which hammers in 
“We are the queers / The Middle-Aged 
Queers / We’re the fucking queers / 
Go fuck yourself.” Very succinct and 
to the point. Musically they’re super 
catchy and should be played loud while 
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dancing along. The songs themselves are 
great and I’m glad there’s a queercore 
band of seasoned musicians letting it 
all hang out. Plus there’s a song about 
Frankenstein that’s really rad. —Kayla 
Greet (Sell The Heart / Outpunx) 


MILLENNIAL FALCON: 

Sativa Chemtrails + Babyteeth: CD 
This is a comic and the album. My 
review of the comic is: Text-dense 
humor that’s afraid to let the art 
breathe. I have no idea what bonus the 
lore would add to my appreciation of 
the music. My review of the album is: 
Relatively varied music that manages 
to balance a sloppy punk feel. It spans 
genres and refuses to be categorized. 
This is punk more in energy than in 
sound. It reminds me of bedroom pop 
but I’m pretty sure there’s more than just 
one musician here. It wildly reminds me 
of Cake, All, and generally approaches 
pop music with the wild abandon 
of 90s dance rock fusion. There’s a 
looseness and experimentation here 
that’s interesting almost always, and 
listenable three times out of five. -Gwen 
Static (Self-released) 


MISS NEW BUDDHA: 

The Situation Is Excellent: Digital 

I’ve been waiting for this record to 
come out for years, ever since I saw 
this band open for The Casket Lottery 
reunion show in San Diego. The album 
is exactly what I hoped it would be— 
an irreverent collection straddling the 
“post” of “post-hardcore.” Songs like 
“Enter Skramz Band” are what At The 





Drive-In probably would have sounded 
like if they hadn’t veered into a more 
commercial direction (no judgment, 
that shit was tight too). That clean edge 
dissipates at times to bring out some 
more chaotic and urgent Ten Grand- 
like shapes. Overall, this is one of the 
best new records I’ve heard in years, If 
this band breaks up instead of making 
new music, I will riot. -Theresa W. 
(Self-released) 


MODERN LOVE: Ensomhet Vet:7" EP 
Dark pop meets dark punk showered 
in sheets of minor chord. Tunes are 
simultaneously accessible and distant, 
and make me wish I knew Norwegian 
so I would know what the singer is on 
about. Not an easy trip, but satisfying 
for those who like their tunes with a bit 
more protein than throwaway carbs. 
—Jimmy Alvarado (Refuse) 


MONSTERS, THE: 

I'ma Stranger to Me:7" 

Two more tracks of blown-out trash 
punk to add to this band’s oeuvre. The 
title track is an almost bluesy bit of 
high-octane speed rock, while the flip, 
“Carpool Lane,” sounds like some sorta 
obscure garage rock classic as interpreted 
by Bubba Dupree from Void. Simple 
lyrics and structures delivered with the 
subtlety of a greased sledgehammer. 
—Jimmy Alvarado (Slovenly) 


MR. T EXPERIENCE, THE: 

Mtx forever: 2 x LP/CD 

I write this during the partial COVID- 
19 lockdown here in the U.K. and 
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other than the good health of family 
and friends it’s quite difficult find 
much pleasure in life, as there is a grey 
cloud shrouding life here and around 
the world. However, this collection 
of two dozen remastered tracks by 
one of the great pop punk bands has 
managed to raise my spirits and allow 
me to forget what we are coping with 
for a while. Frank Portman is without 
doubt one of the best lyricists that has 
ever committed words to songs. His 
wry, humor-laden approach, which 
when aligned to simple but massively 
catchy tunes, resulted in a wealth of 
must-have material back in the 1990s. 
Not everything that MTX did was 
perfect but that can be said of many 
bands. This collection brings together 
some great songs, many of which bring 
memories of my younger days flooding 
back. My three favorite MTX songs 
feature here. I will always love “Dumb 
Little Band,” “Ba Ba Ba Ba Ba” and “I 
Wrote a Book About Rock and Roll” 
and sing along heartily to them. This 
is a perfect album for any longtime fan 
or anyone just curious about the band. 
—Rich Cocksedge (Sounds Rad) 


MYDOLLS: “Nova Grows Up” / 

“The Rapist” /“In Technicolor”: 7" 
This one came out of nowhere and 
threw me for a loop. I wasn’t expecting 
to hear something that floored me like 
this record. I hear early B-52’s and 
Pylon, which were roaming the earth 
around this same time. But they aren’t 
copping anyone’s licks in these songs— 
wild, experimental, and totally thrilling. 


Any band that opened for Minor Threat 
and Siouxsie And The Banshees back 
in the day deserves your attention. Dig 
it. Sean Koepenick (Artcore) 


NATIONS ON FIRE: 

Death of the Pro-Lifer: LP 

Nations On Fire were a Belgian 
hardcore band from the early 90s who 
focused primarily on sociopolitical 
topics. Their lyrics are extremely 
blunt and to the point, so much so that 
they fail to deliver any real impact or 
thought provocation (“Death of the 
pro lifer, long overdue, and if you 
don’t agree, fuck you.”) Musically, 
this falls somewhere between cry- 
core era 7 Seconds (New Wind), DC’s 
Embrace, and could have possibly fit 
in somewhere on the Give Me Back 
compilation. Never mind the god 
awful dance track on the second side. 
I’m not sure that this record needed a 
reissue. Sometimes music is obscure 
and forgotten for a reason. —Juan 
Espinosa (Refuse) 


NICKI TEDESCO: 

Heaven Is a Ghost Town: CD 

This is a slick pop rock record with 
“punky” edges and some of the most 
egregious guitar solos I’ve heard on a 
“punk”-influenced record in a really 
long time. There are lyrical ideals 
represented here that I absolutely can 
get behind, but musically the execution 
of this leaves a bit to be desired, 
landing a bit flat. 1 was thinking that 
this recording was giving me the vibe 
of “non-invested studio musicians” 





SMALLER THAN DEATH, THE NEW EP FROM CRASHING INTO THINGS 
ART ROCK FOR THE WORKING CLASS 
AVAILABLE NOW ON BANDCAMP AND EVERYWHERE ONLINE 
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"Some seriously excellent weirdo shit" -Razorcake 


with the general lack of real feeling 
displayed in the music, but I have since 
realized that it’s quite possibly lacking 
the most important and most simple 
ingredient... soul. Soul is a hard thing 
to quantify—you just know it when you 
hear it, or in this case, when you don’t. 
—Mark Twistworthy (Self-released) 


NO DIRECTION: Self-titled: LP 

Considering that South Dakota is only 
two states over from me, and I was 
active in the scene when this record 
originally came out (1983), I'm a 
little mortified that not only do I not 
remember ever hearing it before now, 
but I don’t remember even hearing of it 
before now (although it’s possible they 
got mixed up in my teenage brain with 
No Trend / No Crisis / No Response / 
whatever). I actually know significantly 
more about South Dakota roller derby 
than I do about South Dakota bands, 
and this is a source of great shame, for 
this record is quite good. As an outsider 
trio taking their initial cues from the Big 
Bad World Beyond and then blazing 
their own path in the wilderness, I'd 
say that, by way of comparison, this 
record sounds like what Electrify Me by 
the Plugz might’ve sounded like if the 
Plugz were from South Dakota instead 
of L.A. Ifyou try, you can catch a whiff 
of the same regional trio wavelength 
that infected the earliest Hiisker Dii 
stuff, and if you extend “regional” to 
encompass the entirety of the NBA’s 
Northwest Division, you can hear a bit 
of that forward-plowing melancholy 
of the Wipers if you really hold the 


shell to your ear the right way. If you 
don’t dig “Where’s the Beach?” you 
clearly never understood the Midwest. 
They should give this album away at 
Wall Drug instead of ice water. BEST 
SONG; “Tear Gas Justice.” BEST 
SONG TITLE: “Where’s the Beach?” 
FANTASTIC AMAZING TRIVIA 
FACT: Drummer Charles Luden is the 
author of West of Venus: Punk Love 
Poems, which I have not read. —Rev. 
Norb (Rerun / No Direction) 


NO LIGHTS: June Bug:7" EP 

Four songs (three originals, and a 
Gary Numan cover) that fall neatly 
on the punk/grunge continuum. The 
approach is heavy on the pop, with 
loud, echo-drenched guitars and a 
pounding rhythm section backing 
singing rather than screaming. Big 
sound on a small piece of wax. 
—Jimmy Alvarado (Self-released) 


NO LIGHTS: Stay Awake: 7" 

San Francisco’s No Lights play 
melancholic but melodic - post- 
hardcore with a strong *90s grunge 
influence, It’s moody and somber but 
with harder and harsher tones than that 
description connotes. So it’s old school 
emo? Well not quite, but I’ll bet they 
all really like Rites Of Spring and they 
do have all their lyrics posted on their 
website, which is a modern digital 
version of passing out lyric sheets. So, 
yeah, that’s in there too, but imagine if 
those same Rites Of Spring fans were 
also equally hyped on Joy Division - 
and Nirvana... and then put that in a 
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blender. If riffy gloom is your mood, 
spin this on an overcast day. —Lorien 
Lamarr (Self-released) 


NOXE: Self-titled demo: CS 

NOXe is a band from Potsdam, 
Germany. I am currently listening to 
this from their Bandcamp page since 
my tape player is broken. One of the 
genres they list is “anarcho-swing.” Is 
that a thing? Is that what this is? If so, 
I am officially an anarcho-swing fan. 
Interestingly, I don’t think it sounds 
like anarcho punk or swing music. It’s 
just great! The two vocalists contrast 
so much (one sounding a bit like Theo 
from Lunachicks and the other like a 
more traditional hardcore punk vocalist) 
and it works well. I am definitely going 
to keep ear out for more from this band. 
My love of German punk rock grows. 
—Ty Stranglehold (Black Cat) 


OBSESSIONS: //:12” EP 

Lo-fi punk with trebly, slashy 
guitars. The music itself is a bit more 
sophisticated than the usual trash 
n’ burn garage rock or hardcore, at 
times reminiscent of the more eclectic 
sensibilities that made early San Pedro 
punk such a hoot. Comes on purty red 
and black splattered vinyl. Limited 
to one hundred. Jimmy Alvarado 
(Static Blooms) 


‘OL DORIS: Fix It Tomorrow: LP 

For many years, Seattle’s ‘Ol Doris 
have been making me feel like 
everything is going to be alright. 
There’s a hopeful element to their 








songwriting. The earnestness and 
strong delivery in their vocals makes it 
all the more believable. This is comfort 
punk. The second track, “Burke Gilman 
Trail,” is about the fleeting nature of 
life and the importance of living in and 
remembering goodmoments—like bike 
riding in a beautiful spot. When I first 
moved to Seattle almost a decade ago, 
I rode my bike up and down that trail 
a couple times a week. Now that our 
new normal is limited activity outside, 
I’m certainly calling up those moments 
of simple pleasures and this song nails 
that feeling so well. Lyrically, there’s 
a heavy Cometbus influence in both 
subject matter and turns of phrase. I 
love bands like this because it’s living 
proof that you can be punk, emotional, 
and intellectual in the same breath. 
Musically, they’re mid-tempo (as far as 
punk goes) with bright guitar leads and 
punchy drums. This is a perfect record 
to listen to during a pandemic. —Kayla 
Greet (Moodkiller) 


PART TIME: Modern History: CD 

This band spins a mean ’80s keyboard. 
They do it well. The vocals are often 
wispy as if the singer is trying to relay 
a secret to you while you’re driving 
through a rainstorm to an underground 
nightclub in Florida. “Everyone’s Got 
a Gun” has a catchy chorus utilizing 
some nice dramatic intervals. “March 
of the Abalone Clydesdales” has a fade 
up from the beginning and a watery 
bass sound evoking better Gary Numan 
material. I particularly enjoy the bass 
choices, artificial or otherwise. It’s a 


fun record, although being a certain 
age it does flip a weird switch in my 
head. If you’ve ever seen a television 
show called Miami Vice, you'll know 
where I’m coming from. —Billups 
Allen (Burger) 


PAUL ARAMBULA: Submarine: 7" 

This sounds like a mash up between 
the hardcore Devo records and Daniel 
Johnston. The parts are very raw and 
sound like they were hardly practiced 
before this recording. Both songs on 
this record are called “Submarine,” 
but the one on the B-side is nineteen 
seconds and sounds like its thinking 
out loud. —Ryan Nichols (Gilgongo) 


PEACH PIT: Live at Jumbo’s: LP 

No, not that Peach Pit. This is a 
sloppy punk’n’roll band in the vein 
of something you would have found 
released on No Idea Records two 
decades ago. If you’re familiar with 
Salinas Records oeuvre, I think you 
have a fairly good idea what you’re 
signing up for. Country tinged, but 
distinctly a punk band. You can hear 
the untrimmed beards in the vocal 
melodies. It’s a fun record. I want 
to shame them into considering a 
name change though. Just consider it, 
friends? Love, -Gwen Static (Crystal 
Palace / Salinas) 


PEARS: Self-titled: CD 
While I’ve been aware of this New 
Orleans quartet’s vaunted reputation 
prior to this review, for myriad 
reasons I had not actually heard them. 





My conclusion is that the hype that 
preceded Pears’ gracing my stereo was 
well-warranted, as to me they sound to 
me like hybrid of NOFX and Jawbox. 
For what it’s worth, any band that can 
write a raging anthem about the need to 
take a nap is a-okay in my book. —The 
Lord Kveldulfr (Fat Wreck) 


PEARS: Self-titled: CD 

Fuck, Pears can do anything. They’ve 
consistently blown me away with 
their intense wall of sound approach 
to music. Each time I’ve seen them 
live has been as good if not better 
than before. This new record has 
all the earmarks of fantastic Pears 
songs—pummeling ferocity, tough 
hardcore screaming, reprieves to 
melody, anxiety-inducing breakneck 
speed, very little breathing room, and 
those sweet hints of pop punk stylings. 
In this new record they lyric check 
“Mambo No. 5,” “Macarena,” and 
“Love Shack.” While the B-52’s song 
came out in the late ’80s, the other two 
are part of the mid-’90s zeitgeist. In 
the songs they referenced, the former 
becomes a symbol of the elite class, 
while the latter are brought to mind 
in a song called “Dial Up.” Lyrically, 
Pears are a powerhouse of intelligently 
strung together lines. Every word was 
picked with intentionality behind it. 
One of the only problems is that if 
you’re reading along while the song is 
playing, you may be struggling to catch 
up. Zach Quinn has no problem leaving 
you in the dust with your jaw on the 
ground. The song that really caught my 
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The Shivvers-s/t LP/CD 

Perfect power pop from Milwaukee, WI. 
Their early ‘80s studio recordings, 
remastered and repackaged. Comes with & 
large foldout insert and replica of the 
original Shivvers bumper sticker. 


Co-released with Bachelor Records in Austria. 
European customers get it at: bachélorrecords.com 





BOB-s/t LP 

Brilliant art-punk/new wave from 

San Francisco 1980-1983. Their complete 
vinyl output remastered and compiled. 
Comes with large, foldout insert with 
interview and unpublished photos. 





No Direction-s/t LP nO DIREETION 
Reissue of the first punk LP from 

Sioux Falls, SD, Originally self-released 

in 1984, Bursting punk/garage rants 

from the frozen tundra of the upper 
Midwest, Comes with large, foldout insert 
with liner notes and unpublished photos. 





The Haskels-s/t LP 

Lost 1979 LP by the original line up of this 
legendary band from Milwaukee, WI. 
“Workers Rock n’ Roll” as the band would 

# Say. Great Punk/Pop/Rock! Comes with 

"| insert and download with 5 bonus tracks. 


{Released by Splunge Communications, and 
exclusively distributed by Rerun) 
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attention was “Travellin’ Time” where 
Pears tease out what their mid-’90s 
songs would have probably sounded 
like. It falls starkly between alt rock 
and pop rock. Hell of a release once 
again. These dudes are way talented. 
—Kayla Greet (Fat Wreck) 


PERIOD BOMB / GLASS BODY: 

TTT: Split CS 

Are these songs orare they experiences? 
I think the latter. My guess is that 
there’s a significant performance piece 
that adds to the experience. Okay, so I 
just read up on these bands and | WAS 
RIGHT, at least for Period Bomb which 
describes itself as a multimedia project 
meant to “critique and tear away at a 
culture that wants to exert control over 
your body and dictate your way of 
thinking.” That sounds totally rad and 
I support it. The bummer is that it’s sort 
of hard to convey this with a cassette 
that has minimal additional info or 
media. But then again, I feel like I got it 
from the music too, so I guess it works? 
~Theresa W. (Crass Lips) 


PERSONALITY CULT: New Arrows: LP 
The folks at Dirtnap have, yet again, 
found one helluva band. Using the 
prototypical ramped-up punky pop 
“Dirtnap sound” as a jumping off point, 
the band adds hints of dark new wave 
and garage rock, accentuating a magic 
bag’s full of devastating pop hooks 
with a bit of sophistication and grit. 
Fans of Low Culture, Sonic Avenues, 
and so on will find this definitely hits 
the spot. Jimmy Alvarado (Dirtnap) 


PISS TEST: 7 Songs 7 Inches:7" 
Gainesville’s Piss Test play loud and 
fast punk. While some songs are 
lighthearted and fun party tracks like 
“Drinking Safari,” I was instantly 
drawn instead to “Gentrify My Balls,” 
which I’d have loved probably from the 
title alone. “Search Warrant” describes 
many of the abuses of police that are 
all too commonplace: implied consent, 
stop and frisks, and bigotry. “9 Lives” is 
an uplifting, soul-affirming song about 
re-inventing yourself. Collectively, the 
seven songs come together to give an 
angry dystopian party vibe that fits our 
current zeitgeist splendidly. —Lorien 
Lamarr (Self-released) 


PISSE: Self-titled: LP 

An orgy of sounds and influences 
ranging from punk, post-punk, and 
hardcore with just enough synth 
weirdness to scratch your head at whilst 
simultaneously bobbing it. The song 
“Zu Viel Speed” even has a bit of a 
surf rock appeal. Certainly there’s a lot 
going on here but nothing seems forced 
or unlistenable. I can see fans of the Lost 
Sounds, Tuxedomoon, and the Spits 
vibing to this. What’s the perfect way 
to wrap up an already weird album? 
With the sounds of a rooster crowing, of 
course! Which now begs the question: 
which came first? The chicken or the 
egg punk? —Juan Espinosa (Phantom / 
Harbinger Sounds) 


POPULAR CREEPS: Bloodshot Red: CD 
This CD contains some nice jangly 
pop resembling late-era Replacements. 
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STARTER JACKETS “FUCKED IT UP FOR EVERYONE” EP ~ THE BOYS FROM 
SPRINGFIELD ARE BACK WITH THEIR SECOND EP. CHOCK FULL OF FUZZY, 
POPPY VOCALS, BOUNCY SYNTHS AND MEMORABLE HOOKS. THE SONG WRITING 
IS UP THERE WITH THE BEST OF THEM. FT MEMBERS OF THE COPYRIGHTS 


LOCAL DRAGS AND HOSPITAL JOB. 








DEAD WAX - OUR 1OOTH RELBASE! A 2XLP WITH A BEAUTIFUL GATEFOLD 
JACKET. 36 EXCLUSIVE TRACKS ON WHITE OR CLEAR WAX FT. SONGS FROM 
DOPAMINES, RAGING WATHANS, IRON CHIC, WONK UNIT, THE SLOW DEATH, 
HOSPITAL JOB, THE BROKEDOWNS AND WORE. COMUS WITH A 40 PAGE 





FAUX REPLIKA “PRESENTING” LP - ROXY EPOXY (THE EPOXIES) AND CHRIS 
PIERCE (DOC HOPPER) TEAMED UP T0 BRING US THIS BOLZOTIC DEBUT 
THAT MIXES PUNK, NEW WAVE, HYPER FU2ZZED OUT ELKOTRO ROCK, DELUXY 


HOOKS AND MEGA RIFFAGE. THINK DEVO MEETS TILT OR DANCE HALL 





SE CRASHERS MEETS GARY NEUMAN. 


BIG SAD “SEND HELP” LP - COMING FROM TAMPA, FL THIS RECORD FT 
MEMBERS OF THE TIM VERSION, T00 MANY DAVES, CLAIRWEL, AND DIE 

ALPS! THIS URIQUE ONE SIDED LP HAS AW ETOHED B-SIDE. ITS SMART, 
MELODIC, EMOTIONAL AND SMART. AND HAS FLORIDA WRITTEN ALL OVER 
I. DAVE DID TIME FOR ROBBING A BANK A WROTE A 





SONG ABOUT IT. 


“Out of My Head” is a bouncy number. 
“Blue” has a bit of R.E.M. reverb strum. 
“Fade Away” moves at a faster pace 
with a nice keyboard riff underlining 
the melody. The song goes on to feature 
a twangy guitar solo that explores the 
themes of the verse. I hate to rely on 
these types of comparisons, but R.E.M. 
is a good indicator. This band works 
on a similar level. It’s not something I 
would seek out, but it’s inoffensive pop 
and well done. If] listened to it a bunch 
of times, I would probably develop 
a favorite song. They’ve written an 
album with thoughtful songs featuring 
varying speeds and riffs so you can tell 
the songs apart from one another. This 
is their first release; to me it’s a good 
start. Billups Allen (Self-released) 


PORTABELLA: Self-titled: CS 
Spartanburg, S.C.’s Portabella play 
a kind of droning, experimental 
punk akin to a less interesting and 
less engaging version of Brainiac. 
A good background soundtrack for 
the coronavirus dystopia. -The Lord 
Kveldulfr (Paisley Shirt) 


PRISSTEENS: The Hound: LP 

Hot on the heels of their Demos & 
Rarities and Demos & Rarities Vol. 
2 cassettes, this album envinylizes 
11/13ths of Demos & Rarities and 
4/9ths of Demos & Rarities Vol. 2, 
which gets you 15/22nds off the hook 
if you missed the boat on the cassettes. 
So, for a band that released one actual 
album, and that over two decades ago, 
they’re certainly getting their money’s 


worth out of the backstock. And, given 
this wealth of recent opportunities to 
re-acquaint myself with their oeuvre, 
I’m thinking that this was a pretty 
undervalued group back in the day. 
They rock like a cross between Joan 
Jett if Joan Jett didn’t come across as 
such a dispassionate automaton and a 
much less style-subservient Pandoras, 
which is different than what I said 
they sounded like when I reviewed 
the cassettes but now my tastes are 
much more acute and my palette more 
refined and I’m sure I have it right this 
time. Energy! Harmony! Volume! All 
this and “Teenage Dicks,” too! None 
can ask fairer than that! BEST SONG: 
“Outta Style.” BEST SONG TITLE: 
Besides “Teenage Dicks?” Who cares? 
FANTASTIC AMAZING TRIVIA 
FACT: A guy on the back cover looks 
like my junior high school principal. 
—Rev. Norb (Girlsville) 


RADE: This Is a Riot: CD 

This group of actual SLC punks 
are still under the legal drinking 
age, and are so much cooler and 
invested than me or any other thirty- 
something “back in my day” assholes 
who would write them off. This 
album is full of all the heart, anger, 
and political disappointment a punk 
album rightfully deserves in 2020. 
It’s loud, it’s fast, it’s a little obscene, 
and it’s exactly what I want to see 
when I go to a show. Fuck the cops, 
fuck Brigham Young, and fuck you. 
The kids are alright. Long live Rade. 
—Donna Ramone (Gnarcan) 
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HOWARDIAN “ARE YOU A FRIENDA BRENDA?” LP ~ HOWARDIAN IS AN ART~ 
b PUNK BAND FOUNDED IN 1994 BY IAN VANEK (JAPANTHER). APTER 25 YEARS 
° THEIR PENCHANT FOR BEING PROLIFIO HAS ONLY BEEN OVERSHADOWED BY 
Tr] THE QUALITY OF THE SONGWRITING. DRUM MACHINES, SAXOPHONES, BIG 
49) BASS LINES AND THOUGHTFUL LYRICS COME TOGETHER TO FORM ONE 
WARM WALL OF SOUND 
SPELLS “STIMULANTS AND SEDATIVES” LP - WITH NO A SIDE OR B Sipe W. 
THIS COLORADO OUTFIT DELIVERS SHORT BURSTS OF INTENSE MELODY AND 
AND DRIVING RHYTHMS THAT ARE OUSTOM MADE 70 ENTERTAIN. SELF~ 
PROCLAINED “VACATION ROCK” WITH A FOCUS ON A NON LINEAR LISTEWING Qe 
EXPERIENCE AND ATTENTION TO DETAIL LOST OW MOST RELEASES. 


RAGING WATHANS/DEAD BARS SPLIT 7” EP ~ THESE TWO PUNK STALWARTS 
TEAK UP 70 BRING US TWO SONGS BACH. THE RAGING NATHANS BRING A GUITAR 
DRIVEN AND MELODIC SOUND AND A CLEVER SURPRISE ON SIDE B. DEAD BARS 
HIGHLIGHT THEIR UNIQUE SOUND THAT EXPLORES WHAT IS LIKE 70 BE A TRUE 
REGULAR. THERE’S ALSO AN INXS COVER ON SIDE B. GET $5 OUT. NOW. 
COMING UP: LOOSE BEHAVIOUR “SAD ACTION” LP ~ RAGING HATHANS/STARTER JACKETS EP 
FRANKIE STUBBS “BLOOD ORANGE MOOR” EP - RAGING WATHANS “OPPOSITIONAL DEFIANCE” 
LP = NEW JUNK OITY/TWO HOUSES EP ~ WRONG LIFE “S/T” LP = DFMK “s/t” LP +MORE! 
SEND US YOUR DEMOS = WASH YOUR FUCKING HANDS 
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RADIATOR HOSPITAL: 

Sings Music for Daydreaming: LP 
Contrary to what some people may 
think, I listen to plenty of non-punk 
records. Maybe better to call them 
bands on the fringe of punk? Whatever. 
If it’s got a hook and a good message, 
I'll give it a shot. My time with Radiator 
Hospital is quite limited. I have that 
split they did with Martha and might 
have heard some other songs along 
the way. This record here reminds 
me a hell of a lot of Manchester 
Orchestra—mostly because of the 
singing—but sonically they’re not 
that far off either. This is super pretty 
and light and poppy. Great record for 
winding down after a rough day or 
de-stressing from the world being on 
fire. When so much of our reality at the 
moment is full of tension and anxiety 
(including my stack of punk réviews!), 
this is such a must-needed reprieve 
from chaos. There’s a bouncy piano 
melody! Also Sam Cook-Parrott— 
who is typically accompanied with a 
full band—has written and recorded 
every note of every instrument on 
this record. If you want something to 
come out a specific way, best to do it 
yourself right? He calls these songs 
the daydreams he gets into while 
doing menial tasks. Well I think it’s 
a perfect backdrop to my menial life 
moments. —Kayla Greet (Salinas) 


RECLAIM: Break:7" 

Four songs of mid-tempo hardcore 
that remind me a lot of Paint It Black, 
especially in vocal delivery. Label bio 





compares them to Count Me Out but 
the label should also be embarrassed 
for saying Reclaim have a “Black Flag 
work ethic” in the bio. That is one of 
the more absurd things I have ever 
read about a newer band and there 
is no band it is true of—let alone a 
band who only just released their first 
single. This is a style that takes a lot to 
impress in the twenty-first century and 
this band is very, very good. Strong 
hardcore single here and I am looking 
forward to hearing more. —Mike Frame 
(Extinction Burst) 


RED STAR: Ranny Pacierz 

Towarzysza Live 1985-1986: LP 

This sample of classic Polish hardcore, 
recorded live and raw, is magical. Even 
though these sets were in 1985 and 
1986, the sound is more reminiscent 
of that felt earlier in the decade, before 
any hints of crossover started to dilute 
classic hardcore vibes. An English 
version of the Polish lyrics is included, 
and they’re fiercely political, although 
it’s clear that the translation is far from 
perfect. Members of this band went on 
to form the better-known new wave 
group One Million Bulgarians. Red 
Star played brilliant, top tier material 
that is well-deserving of its current 
rescue from obscurity. —Art Ettinger 
(Warsaw Pact) 


REDUCTION PLAN: (AE) Maeth: LP 

This gives off a strong Echo And The 
Bunnymen vibe along with elements of 
Bauhaus, Killing Joke, and The Church. 
There’s quite a bit of gated snare, 
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gloomy distortion, wailing guitars, 
reverb, and echoed vocals. It’s very 
darkwave, ’80s, goth, and experimental. 
The songs have a prominent heavy 
bass line that plods along under many 
layers of fuzz. One track, “The River,” 
includes a saxophone which gives a bit 
of levity to the otherwise despondent 
sound. Directly following that is 
“Preservation,” which is one of the 
most uplifting tracks and is downright 
beautiful. On the liner notes it says this 
record was “driven by anxiety, fear, 
loss, and a search for truth—truth in 
life, truth in death.” I think they’ve 
nailed that theme and now is the time 
to be digging deep into a record like 
this. -Kayla Greet (Redscroll) 


RESTARTS, THE: Uprising: LP 

The Restarts never fail to deliver the 
goods, and that for me, is a little bit of 
light in these increasingly dark times. 
They crank out the type of punk that 
borders on being hardcore. The speed 
sometimes hits the red, the guitar is 
like a buzzsaw, and the vocals have 
the bellow similar to John Brannon 
(Negative Approach, — Laughing 
Hyenas, Easy Action). The band rips 
and shreds through these songs—with 
some slow tempos here and there to 
build the tension—and then they throw 
in some ska to lighten the mood. The 
Restarts come through best with their 
straightforward lyrics, as they state in 
the opener, “Panic”: “I want you to 
panic, feel the fear I feel every day, I 
want you to act like you’re in a crisis, 
act as if your house is on fire,” because 
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folks it pretty much is. —-Matt Average 
(Pirates Press / No Label) 


SABOTEUR, LE: Ditch: EP 

Do you ever have a moment where a 
person you’ve known for years starts 
yournew favorite band? [hope everyone 
is allowed at least one of those. Singer/ 
guitarist Michelle Pannell has been a 
friend of mine for close to a decade and 
she used to practice with her old band 
Ubik in my garage. She’s always been 
a powerhouse performer and incredibly 
talented with songwriting, but with this 
new project, Le Saboteur, I’m in love. 
It hits parts riot grrrl, indie, grunge, 
punk, and pop in such artistic and 
consistent ways. There’s this line in 
“Tightrope” (“Face the fact that maybe 
/ Hell’s been closer lately / Fight the 
Earth for safety / Now foundations are 
breaking”) that straight gives me chills 
every time. It’s showcased so well 
and clear while the music is stripped 
down to just guitar and slowly building 
drums and bass. Michelle belts out 
with such vulnerability and honesty 
that I get emotional. Then a whiplash 
of notes slams in. I keep thinking that 
“Tightrope” is the best song on the 
record but then “Distant Hum” comes 
on and I’m a mess: all over again. I 
keep heaping praise upon them but it 
still doesn’t seem like enough. Snag 
this EP and listen to it every day. I feel 
so lucky they relocated to Seattle from 
San Diego. When we’re all allowed 
to leave our houses again, I want Le 
Saboteur to be the first show I go to. 
—Kayla Greet (Self-released) 
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SAPLING: No Sequoia: CD 

This Massachusetts band identifies 
with the tag noise punk. I’m not exactly 
sure what that means but it seems to 
be a combination of a lot of sounds. 
The twelve-song album starts with an 
aggressive punk song that mentions 
Bikini Kill and has the two female 
vocalists playing off one another quite 
well. The second track, ‘Maria vs. 
Machine Maria,” is what I want to 
hear more of. It’s a mellow, thoughtful, 
and cohesive song, much more in the 
vein of something Low or a slowcore 
band would do. The following track, 
“Bitchshifter,” is a funky number 
with good bass groove and an indie 
rock sound. It definitely got my toes 
tapping. As you can see, this album is 
all over the place. Some of it is good, 
but much too often Sapling tries to be 
lyrically funny but isn’t. For example, 
in the midst of “Everything Was 
Better” the two female vocalists get in 
an argument about what role the actor 
Tim Curry had in Home Alone 2. | wish 
I was kidding about that but it’s a thing 
that actually happened and instead 
of making me laugh I just rolled my 
eyes. I'd like to see more of the early 
songs and less of the scattered humor. 
As it stands, I give this a hearty “meh.” 
—Kurt Morris (Self-released) 


SAVAK: Rotting Teeth 

in the Horse’s Mouth: LP 

Sohrab Habibion is a lifer. | saw 
his old band Edsel at UNH during 
my freshman year. Almost. thirty 
years later, he’s still doing the thing, 
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playing in Savak. Rotting Teeth is 
fantastic: the members of the band 
never ballhog, allowing space for 
each other to shine. Bass lines 
chug, guitars stab and grumble with 
nervy punk energy and occasional 
atmospherics. Anyone into Smart 
Went Crazy’s turn-of-the-century DC- 
isms will find what they’re looking 
for here. Lifers ahoy! —Michael T. 
Fournier (Ernest Jenning) 


SCRAPS: Dismantle the 

Machine One Cog at a Time: LP 
Scraps were a pioneering French 
hardcore band, and this is a re-release 
of their final LP, from 1994. The 
music is tuneful ?80s-style hardcore a 
la 7 Seconds and Minor Threat. These 
songs were written shortly after the 
formation of the European Union and 
rail against the big-business-centric 
politics of that (and, unfortunately, 
this) era. “They whitewash the cities 
to attract investors.” The music and 
politics here are timeless. —Chris 
Terry (Refuse) 


SCREAMING TARGETS: 

Carbon Copies: LP 

Punky pop very much in line with the 
Marked Men/Radioactivity model. The 
pacing is a bit less frenetic—with some 
nice off-kilter, repetitive guitar leads 
adding some texture—and there’s a 
hint of college rock in their overall 
approach to some very well-crafted 
songs. Appears to be limited to only 
a couple hundred copies: —Jimmy 
Alvarado (Recess) 
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SECRET CIRCLE: Self-titled: CS 

DC hardcore meets skate rock at its 
finest. Bands like Faith, Dag Nasty, 
Hiisker Di, Middle Class, and 
Agression come to mind. Themes 
of isolation and fear run throughout 
a lot of the songs. This first batch 
of tunes are very promising, with 
a quick and catchy delivery. -Ryan 
Nichols (Self-released) 


SEICHE: Demo Press: LP 

In tiber-nerd collector circles, this one 
was a holy grail: only fifty copies of 
Seiche’s record were pressed. The story 
behind the band didn’t hurt any, either: 
these cats played a single show in their 
hometown of Chicago, recorded this 
demo, then broke up. Jackpot managed 
to finagle the rights to re-release it, and 
it’s a doozy. On first listen, you might 
not think so, that said: intro passages 
on some of these songs are ponderous 
acoustic affairs that made me wonder 
if this one was all hype. But! On a 
dime, the band shifts to noisy garage 
prog arrangements which sound like 
a cross between Cave In’s mathier 
numbers and the MC5’s garage 
stomp. Totally worth the effort. 
—Michael T. Fournier (Jackpot) 


SETH ANDERSEN: We Could Be: LP 
Singer-songwriter pop that falls 
somewhere between 2000s emo rock and 
Live Laugh Love decor. A verse from 
one song goes, “As days go by some 
things will change/ But other things will 
stay the same.” The accuracy. —Matt 
Werts (Snappy Little Numbers) 


SEWER CATS, THE: Zelda: CDEP 

This two-piece from ~Manchester 
really does set the fur flying with this 
debut release. The guitar provides 
fuzzy garage riffs whilst the drums 
thump away as scathing vocals attack 
the patriarchy or sing about cats! Yes, 
lyrically it does hit both ends of the 
spectrum, but the overriding sense is 
one of anger at the state of the world 
and the inequalities it contains. I like 
this a lot. -Rich Cocksedge (Hell Hath 
No Fury) 


SEWERSIDE BOMBERS: 

Tales from the Roach Motel: CD 

This is the musical equivalent of 
a pinup girl tattoo, with roses and 
nipples and a banner that says 
something semi-profound about 
living for beer and ladies and rock. 
I have nothing else to say about it. 
—Theresa W. (Self-released) 


SHADOW SHOW: Silhouettes: CD 
Sixties-influenced garage rock with 
modern production qualities. Lotsa 
sevenths in the guitars, some nice 
harmony vocal work, and a bit more 
Beatles-esque psych influence to their 
sound than, say, the early Bangles, 
who inevitably come to mind. —Jimmy 
Alvarado (Burger) 


SHIVVERS, THE: Self-titled: LP 

I’m sort of mortified to admit that I 
wasnt super-duper in love with “Teen 
Line” the first fifty or so.-times I heard 
it. | mean, it was a nice song and all—a 
modern-day (“modern” here taken to 
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mean 1980 or so) amping-up of the sort 
of archetypal 1960s AM radio pop rock 
that may or may not have even really 
existed at the time—but I thought it was 
a little... 1 dunno... dippy or something. 
“You’ve got a big black car and a bird 
that sings” didn’t feel like a clever 
Beatles reference to me, it felt like they 
didn’t really have any ideas of their 
own and were raiding the cupboard 
for the long-expired ideas of other, 
more celebrated thinkers. Their other 
song I knew, “When I Was Younger,” 
I thought was merely irritating, the 
type of song a twenty-two-year-old 
writes when they’re trying to come off as 
“deep.” It wasn’t until later times when I 
heard these songs in the context of their 
entire body of recorded work that I had 
to.stop and say holy fuck, this is a fucking 
BAND right here. | mean, all their songs 
are good. Even, in retrospect, “When I 
Was Younger.” This remixed/remastered 
update of the posthumous Sing Sing 
Records collection is rock solid one 
hundred percent the real deal solid gold 
brass from stem to stern, daddy-o, and 
Jill Kossoris’s  jingle-singer-meets- 
nasally-rasp vocals (and songwriting!) 
are nothing short of impeccable. One 
of the top ten power pop albums of 
all time! Accept “No Substitute!” 
BEST SONG & SONG TITLE: (tie) 
“No Substitute” and “No Reaction.” 
FANTASTIC AMAZING TRIVIA 
FACT: Band violates period-specific 
“one striped shirt per band photo” 
rule by having two band members in 
striped shirts in every photo. —Rev. 
Norb (Rerun / Bachelor) 


SIAL: Tari Pemusnah Kuasa: LP 

The rumble of drums and the gradual 
introduction of feedback at the start 
of the opening track “Abintara’” 
really gets my juices going, knowing 
that what follows is going to be top 
notch hardcore which bleeds anger. 
Singapore’s Sial really does kick doors 
down with its furious blend of melodic 
noise and the vocals add an almost 
unhinged element to proceedings. 
Another excellent Sial release. -Rich 
Cocksedge (La Vida Es Un Mus) 


SICK BAGS: 

Only the Young Die Good: MLP 

Sleazy RVA punk rock’n’roll. There’s a 
bullet in the chamber and the guitarists 
are taking the solo. This band contains 
at least one member of The Ladies, and 
there’s an undeniable progression from 
those records. It’s dark and menacing, 
with the force of a souped-up Duster, 
while Mel Medina’s vocals exude 
that low-key intimidating quality of a 
person you definitely do not want to 
mess with. The late ’90s/early 2000s 
really gave the “Real Rocker” a bad 
name, but Sick Bags are here to tare 
the scale. —Daryl (Spaghetty Town / 
No Front Teeth) 


SLANDER TONGUE: Self-titled: LP 

Slovenly introduces stateside 
audiences to Berlin’s latest garage 
rock kings, Slander Tongue. The 
frontman is Automatic Axel of Bikes 
and Modern Pets, so you know 
you’re going to get a heavy Real Kids 


influence, which is always a pleaser. 
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There’s more of a tempo range than 
is typical of garage punk, with many 
of the songs falling into the slower or 
mid-tempo side. Clean, non-distorted 
production enhances the _ tracks, 
allowing them to speak for themselves, 
without the need for ostentatious post- 
recorded enhancements. It’s quite the 
debut. Hopefully, it won’t stand as 
just a short-lived side project. —Art 
Ettinger (Slovenly) 


SLAUGHTER BOYS: Self-titled: LP 
Interesting mix of modern pogo punk 
and anthemic U.K. influences. The 


results often sound like a melding of 


the Undead and more modern fare 
like Sore Points. Straightforward and 
catchy in all the right ways. Jimmy 
Alvarado (No Front Teeth) 


SLUMP: Flashbacks from 

Black Dust Country: LP 

I want to like this album, but there’s 
something that’s not connecting. Slump 
play what some are calling “psych punk,” 
but I hear more of a late-1980s, early- 
1990s Touch & Go vibe mixed with 
Spacemen 3 and some Rational Animals, 
who were from just a few years back. 
The playing on here is tight, and I get the 
sense they are incredibly loud live, but 
the truth is these songs don’t necessarily 
rock out like they should. You can bury 
your tunes under all that white noise and 
distortion, but if the music isn’t rocking 
there’s no saving it. As it is, these songs 
have potential, but for now they just lie 
there and are instantly forgotten. -Matt 
Average (Feel It) 


SMOGTOWN: Fiihrers of the New 
Wave (20th Anniversary Edition): LP 

It isn’t often that you get to review an 
album that has been a part of your life 
for twenty years. I still remember the 
day I heard Fiihrers of the New Wave for 
the first time. My pal Dustin Jak made 
a tape for me and we listened to it in 
my car on the way to band practice. He 
explained that it was a concept album 
telling the story of a band of miscreants 
doing battle with the boring suburban 
status quo and their soldiers Bodie 601. 
I was instantly enthralled. I could pick 
out elements of the story in the songs, 
but it didn’t seem to be linear. It didn’t 
matter because it was (and still is) one 
of the best albums ever. Now here 
we are twenty(?!) years later and the 
record has been given the anniversary 
treatment. A remix and remaster by 
original recorder Jerry Adamowicz 
and a revelation. There was a reason 
why the story didn’t seem linear. The 
original release did not have the songs 
in the originally anticipated order for 
one reason or another. This is the first 
time the songs have been presented in 
the order they were intended. Prior to 
listening I had concerns. The album has 
sounded a certain way and in a certain 
order for two decades. Is changing it 
up going to fuck it over? The answer 
is a resounding “hell no!” The new mix 
is bright, and the songs are a fresh as 
ever. It was shocking how clear the 
overreaching story is with the songs 
in this order. Even parts I have been 
singing along to for years but had no 
idea how they fit the narrative became 
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key plot points. We now have this 
interesting situation where there now 
exists two versions of the same album 
with both being vastly different and are 
equally crucial. How often does that 
happen? I can’t imagine that you’re 
reading Razorcake and not aware of 
Smogtown (and Gross Polluter), but 
if for some reason you’ve missed out, 
you need to rectify that immediately. 
Smog City Waver #114 signing off. 
—Ty Stranglehold (Garage Rock) 


SOFT SHOULDER: 

Contextual Deprecations: LP 
Described as “a collection of moments 
from live performances and practices 
2018-2019,” I felt like I was missing 
some context not being familiar with 
the band’s non-peripheral work. Let’s 
call this Soft Shoulder’s equivalent 
of the Nirvana bootleg tape that 
circulated around your middle school 
at the time everyone was desperate for 
any new Nirvana content at all. —Liz 
Jones (Gilgongo) 


SOGA: Demo: 12” EP 

Soga dish out killer hardcore punk with 
araw edge that never lets up in intensity. 
The songs are raging and reckless, and 
somehow the band manages to keep 
the madness contained and controlled 
enough to put it all down on vinyl. 
There are moments where it really does 
sound like the songs are about to blow 
apart at the seams. Nothing sounds 
calculated as they smash their way 
through each song. It’s as though they 
have this approach of having only one 
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chance to get it down and get it right. 
This was originally released as an MP3 
back in 2018, so I’m hoping there’s 
more to come in the near future. —-Matt 
Average (Iron Lung) 


SPADOS: Fast One on the Masses: CS 
Demo-quality five-song cassette from this 
Philadelphia band that would probably 
be best described as “poppy budget 
rock” or something, Not nearly as good 
as Captain 9’s & The Knickerbocker Trio 
but this does have some real lo-fi charm 
to it. Would probably be quite enjoyable 
in a live setting and would do well on a 
bill with Nobunny or probably any band 
on Recess Records. Fans of everything 
from The Bananas to M.O.T.O. will find 
a whole lot to like here. -Mike Frame 
(Self-released) 


SPELLS: Stimulants and Sedatives: LP 

Spells are punks writing punk songs. 
They opted out of the usual side A and 
side B, and went with a “stimulant” side 
and a “sedative” side instead, though | 
don’t think the tone changes that much 
(it’s like going 55 vs. going 45). The 
whole thing is somehow both a hair 
too clever and a tad too traditional, and 
there’s that weird paradox that sometimes 
happens with bands: the more emphatic 
they are, the less persuasive the music 
is. Matt Werts (Rad Girlfriend / Snappy 
Little Numbers) 


STEVE BRADLEY: 

Summer Bliss and Autumn Tears: LP 
Mellow power pop that sounds a bit 
like more recent Nick Lowe. The 


production is slick and the songs can 
often feel restrained because of it, but 
then there’s “Can’t Come Home,” 
with its pedal steel and drifting 
uncertainty, and “Loose Ends,” with 
Wayne Kramer guest-shredding, and 
it’s suddenly hard to find much to 
complain about. At one point Bradley 
mentions he washes his hands. Good 
to hear. —Matt Werts (Porterhouse) 


SUICIDE MACHINES, THE: 

Revolution Spring: LP/CD 

Not only do The Suicide Machines 
return fifteen years after the band’s 
last album, Revolution Spring, is a 
bit of a corker, and after many plays 
it definitely reaches my personal 
top three of their seven albums 
released. Obviously nothing touches 
the classic debut Destruction by 
Definition but for any band to 
return with something that sounds 
this fresh, urgent, and good is a 
remarkable achievement. It blends 
hardcore, ska, and punk rock to 
deliver sixteen songs that all have 
positive qualities to them and there 
is a distinct absence of anything that 
could be considered as filler. I am 
well surprised by how good this is. 
—Rich Cocksedge (Fat Wreck) 


SUPERSUCKERS, THE: 

Play That Rock N’ Roll: LP 

The first three proper studio albums 
The Supersuckers released are 
essential punk/rock’n’roll albums. 


That is a fact. To this day I still feel 
a sense of excitement when listening 





to those records. However, beyond 
those albums and apart from moments 
on The Evil Powers of Rock’n’Roll, 
the band has, in my view, been on a 
lengthy downwards spiral. In fact, Play 
That Rock N’ Roll may actually be the 
band’s nadir. It has been a real chore 
to listen to this half a dozen times. The 
one-sheet accompanying the album 
states that this is a “master class in 
quality Rock n’ Roll.” Unfortunately 
I find no evidence to back this up 
and most of what I hear on here is no 
better than I would expect from some 
part time band knocking out a bunch 
of songs to undiscerning punters on 
a Saturday night. It’s derivative and 
boring, with the most interesting 
moments coming when I try and figure 
out where some of the riffs have been 
appropriated from. I’m sure two have 
been lifted from Suzi Quatro tracks. 
I’m heading back to The Sacrilicious 
Sounds of The Supersuckers. —Rich 
Cocksedge (Acetate) 


SUPREME COMMANDER: 

Tooth and Nail: CD 

DC-based but with a little bit of 
a Florida vibe, like Panthro UK 
United 13 or some other band that 
No Idea Records put out in the 
late °90s or early 2000s. That’s a 
good thing, by the way. I was most 
excited about the song “Your Own 
Private Jonestown” and I was not 
disappointed. Fast but gruff, tight 
but not clean. A much more urgent 
Hot Water Music but they kept the 
heart. -Theresa W. (Self-released) 
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TALK ME OFF: Cursed: LP 

This is a three piece from Richmond, 
Va. that rips. Their songs are snappy, 
melodic, and fast paced. Some of the 
songs have a crooner vibe (mostly the 
ones sung by Holly), but they never 
let off the gas. Others are decidedly 
hardcore tracks with plenty of breathy 
screaming laid over longer, drawn-out 
vocals. I really enjoy the dichotomy 
of the singing styles and every song 
gets me bobbing my head and wanting 
to sing along. The drumming is super 
fast, but not over the top. Each beat is 
wedged in at just the right tempo to get 
me fired up. And the bass just adds to 
the quick-fire pacing. They remind me 
most of Neighborhood Brats, though 
with a little more of a gloomy feel. 
Maybe like a mix between Terrible 
Feelings and Night Birds? Great 
record; worth picking up if you need a 
pick me up. —Kayla Greet (Smart Punk 
/ Gunner / Say-10) 


TERRITORIES: Short Seller: CD Record 
The innovators at Pirates Press are 
always showing off the new formats 
they’re capable of producing. This one 
was new to me. It’s called a CD Record. 
It’s the size of a CD, but with grooves 
and a small foam adapter, making it 
playable on a turntable. This release 
is printed on clear polymer, but CD 
Records can also be printed on black 
polymer. The printing can be done on 
the groove side, within the diameter 
of the grooves, or on the other side, 
using the full diameter of the disc. CD 
Records can hold approximately two 


minutes of material. This CD Record 
has one track, “Short Seller,” a catchy 
tune from Calgary’s kings of anthem- 
driven streetpunk. It’s a cool song, 
pressed with fittingly nifty technology. 
—Art Ettinger (Pirates Press) 


TOMMY BAHAMA BOYS: 

Garage Inc. Il: CS EP 

Not much I can gleam online about 
this group, other than they are a three 
piece from Fresno. No information 
on the insert either besides that I have 
number thirty-five out of fifty. They 
describe this release as “four tracks of 
pain.” My guess is they are only half 
right. Yes, the first song fits the bill, but 
“Sand in My Beer” is pretty rocking. I 
hate when that happens too! I do like 
the cover since it looks like it took 
about five seconds to put together. The 
last song has some soothing seagull 
sounds at the end. -Sean Koepenick 
(Self-released) 


TOO MANY VOICES: 

Catch Me If You Can: LP 

Mid-period Articles Of Faith meets 
mid-period D.C. hardcore meets mid- 
*80s rock band. Well produced and 
executed songs and managing to sound 
simultaneously reverential and modern. 
—Jimmy Alvarado (Not Like You) 


TOXENES, THE: 

Double Creature Feature: LP 

Spooky, femme, surf rock from 
Minneapolis. This LP combines both 
releases from The Toxenes so you will 
definitely get your fill of fast-paced 
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rock’n’roll. I liked a handful of songs 
but I found it left me wanting something 
grittier and sleazier. Overall, pretty fun 
though! —Emily T, (Killjoy) 


TREES SPEAK: Ohms: LP 

Cool, droney space jams which sound 
to these ears like a lot of the best 
Krautrock stuff, mixing the ebbing reps 
of Neu! and Can’s urge to explore with 
a healthy dose of noise and splatter 
to keep listeners on their toes. One 
of those onion-like slabs that keeps 
revealing with each listen as layers 
get pulled back. —Michael T. Fournier 
(Soul Jazz) 


TRINITY TEST: Brutal Machine: CDEP 
Brutal Machine starts out sounding like 
if 80s Metallica had a more simplistic 
structure to their songs and also a little 
more punk influence. Other songs 
are more in the vein of three-chord, 
metallic punk. Sometimes the vocals 
are snotty and screamy but other times 
they’re backed with gang vocals. Trinity 
Test’s sound is pretty cookie cutter, the 
type of stuff I heard a lot back in the 
late °90s. It’s not bad, per se, but I’m 
gonna need more to keep me engaged. 
Also, while I appreciate that these folks 
are anti-homophobia, titling a song 
“Homophobia Is Gay” isn’t helping. 
—Kurt Morris (FTWNU2) 


TROTSKY ICEPICK: 

! Haunted Myself: CD 

Haven’t heard anything from these 
cats since at least 1988, so it was a 
surprise to see a new album sitting 
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in the review bin. Comprised of 
members of the Urinals and The Last, 
their overall sound is rooted more 
towards the latter’s love of trippy- 
dippy ’60s pop with the former’s 
no-frills directness largely tempering 
any heavy-duty psychedelia. This 
new batch of tunes are a good, solid 
selection that keeps in line with their 
previous output while maintaining 
a foothold in the now. —Jimmy 
Alvarado (Poison Summer) 


UNCIVIL SOCIETY, THE: 

Inland Empire: CD and booklet 

The prolific Gorilla X is back again 
with a new album and concept. One 
of the things that’s so fascinating 
and engaging about Uncivil Society 
records is the way they weave 
seemingly disparate ideas together 
into a cohesive whole. The inspiration 
for Inland Empire, according to its 
ridiculously cool booklet, is twofold: 
Gorilla X was first inspired by the 
way Jan MacKaye and Amy Farina’s 
quieter music in the Evens represents 
a continued musical evolution and 
progression. His second inspiration 
came after reading Mike Davis’s 
City of Quartz, a book discussing 
the development of Los Angeles, and 
the wreckage, human and otherwise, 
left in its wake. These two concepts 
fit together seamlessly when filtered 
through Gorilla X’s musical lens: the 
warm acoustics, akin to “Operation 
Solitaire” by fIREHOSE, provide 
snapshots of the contradiction urban 
development presents. Always 






thought-provoking and resonant long 
after the record stops. —Michael T. 
Fournier (Uncivil Society) 


UNION ARES, THE: 

Songs from the North: LP 

A new band to me and one which 
seems to be a collaboration made up 
of people based in the Netherlands 
and Scotland. From what I can see, 
the band is a rotating trio from a 
group of five people. Or I could be 
wrong. Anyway, this is pleasant indie 
rock which I find easy to listen to 
and reminds me a bit of The Promise 
Ring and Minus The Bear in places. 
It’s well constructed and consists 
of some really interesting shifting 
rhythms and complex drumming. I do 
feel as if I’ve jumped back a couple 
of decades listening to this and that’s 
not a pejorative statement. I like this. 
Rich Cocksedge (Disillusioned / 
SNCL / Lilla Himmel) 


VACANCY: Self-titled: 7” EP 

The intersection of hardcore spit and 
post-punk gloom is mined to good 
effect here. The songs have a dark 
propulsion that recalls both Tyrades’ 
and Wipers’ darker moments, and 
reverb-guitar goodness that would 
Christian Death-era Rikk Agnew beam. 
—Jimmy Alvarado (Extinction Burst) 


VACATION: 

Zen Quality Seed Crystal: LP 

Noisy pop—heavily processed and 
blown out—that falls somewhere 
between the Velvet Underground 
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and Vaselines. The — simple 
instrumentation complements the 
songs, which sound playful yet 
earnest. Jimmy Alvarado (Salinas) 


VANITY: “Anticlimax” 

b/w “A Seat at the Table”:7" 
Retro-progressive pop with pinched 
larynx vocals and enough jangle to 
make you wanna call your mama and 
tell her all about your groovy new 7” 
single. For those who wake up from 
paisley nightmares in a cold sweat 
clenching your sheets, you’re gonna 
wanna pass on this one. If you close 
your eyes and imagine cobblestone 
streets, cast-iron facades, imported 
heeled boots, and a bow! cut for 
good boy: come in from the cold, the 
party rages on. —Daryl (Feel It) 


VARIOUS ARTISTS: 

All Comps Are Bastards: CD 

This CD compilation begins with a 
3:43 “Introduction” from comedian 
Eric Todd. You can chastise me for 
this, but I couldn’t get through the 
whole first track. What I heard was 
a lot of jokey stuff about not being 
prepared to do the intro, not knowing 
anything about the people putting out 
the comp, and not really being aware 
of what “woke” means. I think it was 
meant to be insistently offensive, but 
it was too boring to even have that 
effect. The next track is “Teenage 
Shutdown” by a band I like: Electric 
Frankenstein. It set a high bar for 
a terrible listening experience to 
come. The compilation continues 


to track six where Thing Sloth’s 
song “Dolly Parton’s Tits” appears. 
People often don’t understand that 
to pull off a song with a purposefully 
offensive title requires you to have 
some originality or a point of view. 
Being openly irritating is not a stance 
and not funny. I enjoyed the title: 
“It’s Still Crystal Lake To Me (No 
Matter What They Call It In Part 6)” 
referring to the film Friday the 13¢” 
Part 6: Jason Lives where Camp 
Crystal Lake is rebadged for the sake 
of reopening as a camp for kids, but 
I’d rather keep telling you about the 
movie than listen to the song or the 
rest of the CD. An occasional metal 
or grunge genre jolt arrives by bands 
not doing their thing to any interesting 
notice. Nuclear Desolation provides 
a decent thrash song with “Misery.” 
I’m bummed there are enough bad 
bands around to fill a CD like this; 
particularly as I had to listen to it. It 
reminds me of the old comps where 
a band would pay to be on a CD 
with other bands. —Billups Allen 
(Hobo Wolfman) 


VARIOUS ARTISTS: Do You Remember 
Us? A Tribute to Head: LP 

Head have always been an 
anomaly. They’re a band that can 
be thoroughly loved and admired 
equally by garage rockers and 
pop punkers. However, those fans 
rarely cross over to one another 
otherwise, at least not to the degree 
that Seattle’s best have come to 
be known for. Hell, even The 
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Spits haven’t been able to totally 
pull that off, even though they’re 
achieved further success and have 
fans of genres all over the map. 
Yet, there are Head freaks equally 
on both sides. I’ve always found 
it fascinating. Now, on this here 
tribute album, it’s solely focussed 
on modern day, pop punk Ramones- 
worshippers, if it wasn’t a dead 
giveaway ,based on the label. On 
that note, this tribute reflects many 
of the superstars on the current 
roster of Mom’s Basement, as well 
as a large numbers from the Mecca 
of Ramones-core, Europe, (and 
more specifically, Italy). From the 
start, you’re presented with Japan’s 
all-stars, So-Cho Pistons, who 
couldn’t be any better at their craft 
if they were designed by computers 
a hundred years from now. So 
razor-sharp and technically perfect, 
it hurts—my band had a luxury of 
playing with them in Japan a few 
years back, and their drummer 
Nass could give Matky Ramone a 
good run for his money. Through 
and through, there isn’t a dull track 
on here, from DeeCracks to The 
Parasites, or from RatBones to 
Neck. If you’re a fan in any capacity, 
this is well worth your time. —Steve 
Adamyk (Mom’s Basement) 


‘VARIOUS ARTISTS: 

GC Records 20th Anniversary: LP 

In many ways, Geykido Comet 
Records is indicative of so many 
DIY punk labels out there: Crafted 
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as a labor of love. Spending 
hundreds or thousands of dollars 
releasing friends’ records. Getting 
stuck with hundreds of records 
once a band breaks up without ever 
touring. Continuing to put stuff out, 
even as breaking even seems like 
a pipe dream. Two folks—Shahab 
and Heela—just fucking doing it, 
hustling to get records out there into 
peoples’ hands, and navigating it all 
through decades of jobs and kids and 
bills and moving and tribulations 
and all the rest. They’ ve put out a lot 
of great records and a lot of records 
you’ve never heard of (and often, 
those are not mutually exclusive 
things!). This is an LP celebrating 
twenty years of the label; it’s a live 
album from their 20th Anniversary 
bash. For a live album, it sounds 
fantastic. Features cuts from Toys 
That Kill, Kill The Scientist, 
Bogtrotters’ Union, Jesse Pino & the 
Vital Signs, and tons more. Comes 
with a download code with a bunch 
more songs, and my vinyl copy was 
a beautiful translucent pink. The 
love is obvious here, and the joy. 
Great label putting out great bands. 
—Keith Rosson (Geykido Comet) 


VARIOUS ARTISTS: 

Mutations from the Motor City: LP 
Although the — local-scene-based 
compilation album as a whole hasn’t 
fared very well during my periodic 
record collection purges of the last 
thirty-eight years or so, such records 
do perform a valuable service by 
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presenting us rank outsider types a 
snapshot of a given scene at a given 
point in time, allowing us a brief 
peep into what’s going on in someone 
else’s backyard without undue 
scholarly effort on our parts. What 
I have gleaned from this particular 
sonic Polaroid is that Detroit has 
mutated into a particularly virulent 
strain of humanity-menacing 
infection, fatally awash in a bubbling 
sea of Stroh’s, toxins, and old Zeke 
records. My _ keen _ investigative 
instincts suggest that this does not 
appear to be a scene where subtlety is 
particularly esteemed. Maybe a few 
of the more delicate bands here sound 
a bit like the New Bomb Turks, and a 
few of the more cerebral types might 
evoke early Flipper, but it ratchets up 
from there. One certainly wouldn’t 
expect anything less from an album 
with “McFucked Up System”. by 
Morbid Cunt on it. BEST SONG: 
“Werewolves and Werewives” by the 
Devious Ones. BEST SONG TITLE: 
“Detroit Scumbags” by Busby Death 
Chair. I wonder if they’re related 
to Busby Berkeley? FANTASTIC 
AMAZING TRIVIA FACT: Morbid 
Cunt are “All-Girl Cuntcore from 
Lisa Franks’ Torture Chamber.” 
—Rev. Norb (442 Music) 


VARIOUS ARTISTS: We Are the 
Flowers in the Red Zone Vol. 1:LP 

For some, punk is an adolescent rite 
of passage, a “phase” or a fashion 
trend one sheds when they “grow 
up” and move on to that corner 
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office nine-to-five when the trust 
fund runs out or it’s time to be just 
another cog in the machine. For 
others, it’s a statement of rebellion, 
one that can put a person in serious 
danger with one’s neighbors to 
one’s government. Case in point: 
the record under discussion here. 
Originally released in 1988 as a 
cassette compilation featuring eight 
bands residing in countries that was 
then part of what was known as the 
Eastern Bloc, every beat, every note, 
every syllable uttered is a testament 
to groups of people resisting the 
totalitarian control of the Soviet 
Union. Taking that into account, 
it’s not easy to review something 
like this, which is just as much a 
statement of purpose as a usual 
music comp. Is the music good? Yes, 
it is. Dezerter is probably the only 
band that anyone’s likely heard of, 
but the rest are quite good in their 
own right, with sounds culled from 
studio, soundboard, and “audience” 
recordings ranging from punk to 
oddball hardcore to post-punk. To 
put things in perspective, included 
are two zines (one a reprint of the 
original zine that came with the 
cassette, all copies of which were 
confiscated by authorities at the 
East German border) chock full of 
photos, art, interviews and_ other 
info. Kudos to the folks reissuing 
this, and mountains of respect to 
those who put their necks on the line 
putting together the original release. 
—Jimmy Alvarado (Warsaw Pact) 
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VIRVON VARVON: Mind Cancer: CS 

I absolutely love it when I am led 
astray by a band’s name or cover 
art—scratchy artwork featuring an 
angel of death standing on a pile of 
skulls—before hearing it. When I 
received this tape in my review batch 
this cycle, | would have bet anything 
that it was metal of the darkest variety. 
The font for the band name is of the 
Nordic rune variety. I braced myself 
to be underwhelmed... then got a full 
dose of fuzzed-out budget punk with 
trading off female and male vocals. 
I love this so much! Reminded me 
of Booji Boys a fair bit, which is 
always a good thing. I am now going 
to search out their other releases. -Ty 
Stranglehold (Girlsville) 


WARES: Survival: CD 

Right now, the sun is rising. I’ve been 
up all night writing and we haven’t 
even seen the worst of the Trump 
Virus. I’m listening to Survival and 
I’m deeply unhappy. Still, the sweet 
melodies and coy singing of Wares 
remind me of a time when writing 
until the sun came up could bring 
about a feeling of solitary bliss and 
transcendence. Their tunes sweet 
and heartfelt. Humble, yet soaring 
and majestic and exactly what I need 
right now. And I refuse to insult it by 
reducing it to a genre or comparing 
it to another band just to tip off their 
potential audience. However, the liner 
notes state “this record is dedicated 
to decolonial activists, anti-fascist 
agitators, prairie queers fighting for 
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community and a better life.” So 
there. There’s their audience. —Craven 
Rock (Mint) 


WILDERNESS, THE: /i/: LP 

Given that my grasp of Slovakian is, 
uh, nonexistent, I’m gonna have to 
just nod and smile through the bulk of 
what internet translation machines are 
telling me about these lyrics, because 
it’s making little sense. Musically, 
it’s some punchy post-punk stuff, 
with a pretty high-pitched, nasally 
vocalist: that sounds eerily like the 
dude from Neon Piss. The whole 
thing, aesthetically and musically, 
reminds me quite a bit of that band, 
actually. So, yeah. If you’re looking 
for a Slovakian Neon Piss who may be 
(but probably isn’t) singing about how 
“{ don’t play for little horny pizzas 
in department stores for burgers and 
sneakers,” then go for a run with the 
Wilderness. —Keith Rosson (Heavy 
Metal Vomit Party) 


WELOCHATY: Smowa: 2 x LP 

Band inspired by Crass releases 
an oversized album. Though I’m 
unfamiliar with the group, this is 
apparently a re-release of their fourth 
album released twenty years ago. Not 
that I don’t think there are absolute 
killer tracks on this thing—but much 
like even the best of bands—I start 
to feel itchy by the third side of a 
double LP. This is generally solid 
anarcho-punk-that-errs-on-the- 
melodic. Less crust, more revolution 
through harmony. Though, in terms of 
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distribution, I think the best tracks are 
on the second and third side. Either 
way, worth a spin if this is your thing. 
—Gwen Static (Nikt Nic Nie Wie) 


WOLVES IN ARGYLE: 

Dangereux: CD 

This album was produced by Tad 
Doyle and mastered by Jack Endino. 
That’s a grunge production dream 
team. And it does sound great. The 
band features members of The Gits, 
Naked Aggression, and some other 
bands, but I don’t see much of an 
influence. The songs are very °92. 
None of the songs particularly stand 
out. The description claims the 
band “blur the lines between punk, 
grunge, desert rock, and 1990s Sub 
Pop alt-rock.” Can you guess the 
connection? Yes: they use distortion. 
What they blur is the lines between 
any of their songs. This sort of power 
chord-driven rock runs together a bit 
for me. But it’s a pro job, so if you’re 
into “alternative” rock check it out. 
—Billups Allen (Argyle) 


WORRIERS: 

You or Someone You Know: LP 

My very first review for this here 
magazine was Worriers’ Sinead 
O'Connor Rebellion single back 
in ye olde 2013. What a ways they 
have come. This record is the story 
of coming back from heartbreak. I 
hesitate to call it a break up record— 
though many of the tracks are quite 
good for that scenario. It’s more of a 
rebuilding. Dusting yourself off from 
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the fall you were certain would kill 
you. There’s “PWR CPLE” which 
I put on repeat for about an hour 
daily when it was released. It’s a 
song about getting the fuck away 
from someone who for so long was 
a solid partner, but now is tearing 
you apart. Every time I belted those 
words out with Lauren I felt a tiny 
bit better about my own pain. Okay, 
there’s also “Big Feelings,” and 
“Terrible Boyfriend” that definitely 
fit in the break-up category, but think 
also about the catharsis in getting 
that shit out of your system. This is 
a warriors record. There are hints 
of Menzingers and John K. Samson 
leaking through the songwriting 
influence, in the many parts where 
human experience becomes poetry 
becomes music. It’s slicker than 
their previous releases and that’s a- 
okay with me. When songs are this 
beautiful and harrowing, I’d like to 
hear them, scars and all. YOSYK takes 
some big swings in new directions 
and shows some exceptional growth 
both musically and emotionally. The 
songs are mellow, yet strong. There’s 
exceptional drumming from Mikey 
Erg, solid rock leads from Frank 
Piegaro, deep bass lines from Nick 
Psillas, and all the heartbreaking 
melodies from Lauren Denitzio’s 
voice and guitar. Yes there’s a song 
about the end of the world, but the 
Worriers’ current message is “Have 
fun, don’t die.” I for one could be 
better at living fully, especially right 
now. —Kayla Greet (6131) 





record reviews. 


WORRIERS: 

You or Someone You Know: LP 
Worriers records always gut me. 
But it takes a while, because there 
are so many layers. Each of their 
albums has been a little different 
sonically, so that’s the first thing: 
here, the production is yoooge, 
kid.. These songs sound good in 
big, packed rodms. Then ‘there’s 
the tone. Lauren Denitzio’s voice 
is utterly unique. Their phrasing 
packs so much emotional punch 
that it’s easy to get mad feels just 
from her inflection. Then the lyrics 
come, first in hooky fragments, 
then phrases, and finally complete 
sentences, Like Jawbreaker or the 
Buzzcocks, Lauren’s lyrics gesture 
towards specifics but leave enough 
space for the audience to fill in the 
gaps with their own experiences. 
As great as the band sounds, this 
connectivity to the listener—to the 
individual—sets them apart. Heart- 
rending in the best possible way. 
—Michael T. Fournier (6131) 
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ASYMMETRICAL ANTI-MEDIA #10, 
$1, 8%” x 5%”, copied, 12 pgs. 

I reviewed issue #3 of this zine and it’s pretty consistent with 

where it was back then. The content is made up of reviews primarily 

of zines with some music reviews as well. Jason’s reviews are fairly 
thorough and explain what each publication is about and what he likes or 
doesn’t like about them. The topics covered in the zines he reviews are all 
over the place: from Christianity’s connection with New Age to poetry to 
zines that are art and collage. Jason gets a lot of interesting mail. I’m not 
necessarily a big fan of zines filled with zine reviews but it’s nice to see 
the diversity included here. —Kurt Morris (Jason Rodgers, PO Box 10894, 
Albany, NY 12201) 


AWESOME THINGS #3, 5 2” x 4 4”, copied, 28 pgs. 

A list of good things. Energetic and optimistic in a refreshing way. The 
things range from small moments, to musings, to small stories. It’s 
simple and tries to have you confront the positive. Good for a quick 
smile. -Gwen Static (Liz Mason, PO Box 477553, Chicago, IL 60647, 
lizmasonisawesome.com) 


B YOURSELF #1?, $32, 542” x 814”, copied, 16 pgs. 

Kinda Gertrude Stein-y wordplay poetry in this chapbook. Some nice 
lines herein. —Michael T. Fournier (Mark Sonnerfeld, 45-08 Old Millstone 
Dr., East Windsor, NJ 08520) 


BIG PUNK, $5, 54” x 8'2”, full color, 18 pgs. 

You will recognize Janelle Hessig’s colorful, cartoony artwork before 
you recognize their name. Hessig has been doing punk comics, fliers, and 
album covers since the ’90s. Big Punk is a comic about a punk woman 
who is sick of the big city and heads out to the woods. After a bout of 
loneliness, she discovers a love that redneck reality show subjects have 
been hunting after for years. It is a funny and perverse little comic that you 
will knock out in two minutes. Crossing my fingers for the teased “Big 
Punk, episode 2: Homeschool Is for Hippies.” —Rick V. 

(Janelle Hessig, silversprocket.com) 


CABOOSE #12, $4 or trade, 52” x 8%”, copied, 24 pgs. 

If you’ve been around the zine scene for a little while, you’ ve undoubtedly 
come across something Liz Mason wrote. She’s a frequent contributor to 
Xerography Debt and always has a few zines going, all uniformly rad. 
In her newest issue of Caboose, Liz details her time on jury duty. She 
explores her preconceptions about the civil service and her frame of mind 
approaching it. Liz takes copious notes during the trial and is shocked 
to find that she’s the only juror who takes the duty seriously. This leads 
to an overall rumination about the American justice system. Her tone is 
always friendly and inviting, which makes her frank discussion even more 
impactful as she peels back layers of the proverbial onion. Always a joy 
to read something new by Liz. —Michael T. Fournier (PO Box 477553, 
Chicago, IL 60647) 


COMETBUS #59, $5, 8” x 5 4”, printed, 140 pgs. 

In “Post-Mortem,” Aaron evokes the wanderlust of past issues by 
wandering around, conducting interviews in “a wide-ranging survey of the 
underground... to look honestly at where we succeeded and where we had 
fallen short.” Aaron’s interviews cover a wide swath of the underground, 
spanning big punk labels like Epitaph and Fat Wreck on down to smaller 
community theaters, squats, and poets. It’s odd, because I left the zine 
feeling hopeful even though many of the stories focused on collapse as 
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PEP*TALKS FOR BROKEN PEOPLE 


bs jimmy cooper 


much as sustenance. There are no hard and fast rules for success 
in the underground, and there are some notable omissions (ahem). But 
I think the omissions are the point here. If you watch any documentary 
on “the scene,” such as it is, there comes a point, usually right before the 
end montage, when the players talk about how the soul left when this 
band broke up, or this thing happened, or this person died. It might be 
true for those people, but it’s not true for a// people, you know? Hardcore 
didn’t end when Springa declared its end from the stage, or whatever other 
arbitrary point sticks in your head. Punk doesn’t end so much as it evolves, 
or mutates. The end of the theoretical documentary inevitably laments 
how codified things became before the end. Who are we to proclaim a 
codified version of success? Aaron knows this. —Michael T. Fournier (PO 
Box 1318, Cooper Station, New York, NY 10276) 


COMETBUS #59, $5, 8” x 5 4”, printed, 140 pgs. 

I don’t know if you can even call this zine a zine. It’s the size of a book, and 
it’s bound like a paperback. In addition, the graphics—a key and possibly 
defining feature in many zines—are pretty much non-existent. Don’t let 
that put you off, though, or you’ ll be completely and utterly screwed. In this 
issue, sub-titled “Post-Mortem,” Aaron crosses the country to interview 
prominent players from select underground institutions in an attempt to 
catalog the perceived “failures” within these organizations: Fat Mike of 
Fat Wreck Chords (“With revulsion I realized that we had hugged on my 
way in the door.”), the staff at Thrasher Magazine, C Squat, Umbrella 
House, activist group Black Mask, Fantagraphics, and really too many to 
list here. What mistakes were made? Were these mistakes learned from, or 
did they ultimately sink the ship (literally, in one case)? In hindsight, what 
should have been done differently? A huge project masterfully conceived 
and executed. There is a lot of heavy content in here, but Aaron’s offbeat 
style and great writing make this obituary a fun and easy read. “You can 
have it all.” -Buddha (Cometbus, PO Box 1318, Cooper Station, New 
York, NY, 10276) 


DRIVEL #1, $5, 542” x 8 %”, copied, 37 pgs. 

This medley zine has a piece asking Bay Area punk veteran, Robert 
Eggplant, what’s in his bag. The author also writes about calling out 
a clothing corporation for a misleading advertisement. There are also 
anecdotes about houses the author lived in, some words they’ve learned 
playing word games on their phone, and more. All this stuff was fine by 
me, but unfortunately, the zine is mostly a lengthy and super pretentious 
interview with someone she just met, asking them “36 Questions that 
Lead to Love” (according to a New York Times article). 1 also could 
have done without reading about two of her lovebird friends and the 
pukey questions she puts them up to asking each other. -Craven Rock 
(antiquatedfuture.com) 


HERE’S WHAT PVE HIDDEN UNDER MY TONGUE #1, 

free, 444” x 5¥2”, copied, 26pgs. 

The anonymous author of Here's What I’ve Hidden under My Tongue 
describes their experience battling disordered eating through a series 
of vignettes. They also explore the impact gender has on disordered 
eating, and how their coming out as a trans-man helped them see 
things differently. “Now I could allow myself... to say that it didn’t 
apply to me since I wasn’t a girl anyway,” they write. That respite 
was only temporary, as the author reveals further struggles to maintain 
a culturally acceptable body. “Gay male culture imposes its own 
impossible standards of beauty and without the advantage of feminist 
counterculture to fight it,” they write. The author explores the origins 


of their own disordered eating from their unique perspective. They 
attempt to draw some conclusions while also asking and attempting to 
answer the question of why it was important to write about it, and why 
someone should read their zine. While I couldn’t personally relate to 
the experience of disordered eating, I related to the author’s mental 
health struggles, and appreciated their ability to unpack their own 
personal baggage with a great amount of candor and clarity, I don’t 
often read perzines, but I thought this was very well written. I also 
appreciated the clean simplicity of its design and the author’s use of 
quotes from others to enhance their work. —Paul J. Comeau (D.J.T., 
103 N Bliss St, Apt B, Anchorage, AK 99508) 


MAGGOT BRAIN #1 and #2, $12, 9” x 12”, printed, 128 pgs. 

Yeah, the price tag is steep. But the cost is totally worth it: Maggot 
Brain is edited by Mike McGonigal, late of stalwart zines Chemical 
Imbalance and Yeti. Each issue of his new enterprise is stuffed with 
enough punk stuff to serve as a hook: issue #1 features articles on 
Swell Maps and Mia Zapata; issue #2 includes Don Letts and Toody 
Cole from Dead Moon. For me, the most rewarding reading in both 
issues was the weirdo, fringe stuff: a Detroit sign painter named Bird 
in issue #1; Arabic jazz musician Yazz Ahmed in issue #2. McGonigal 
has a great editorial sense for sniffing out interesting writing in all of 
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between Pushead and Vermiform. This issue showcases his stuff in a kind 
of cross between a diary and an issue of Crap Hound: flyers, clip art, 
journal entries and tons of cool, creepy graphics. ~Michael T. Fournier 
(PO Box 1547, Phoenix, AZ 85001) 


PAPERCORE #2, 82” x 11”, copied, 24 pgs. 

This is a fantastic DIY punk zine based out of Marseille, France. It’s 
organized much like MRR—a few pages of columns with two rows 
pef page, then articles, interviews, and reviews. The folks who write 
for this come from all over the world and seem to be dyed-in-the- 
wool punks. So much of the columns and personal writing is anti- 
establishment and pro-community. It was very refreshing to see the 
passion on the page. This particular issue includes scene reports from 
Brittany (France), and Belgium, an interview with Italian punk band 
Frattura, an interview with The Eye of Time (a solo project from 
France), and reviews of music, punk-related movies, and other zines. 
I am so grateful this zine is written in English. Making a zine in the 
first place is a huge undertaking, but to do one that crosses borders; 
that is impressive. They don’t list a price for the zine and their website 
says nothing is for sale, nor do they pay for ads, though if you’d like to 
donate to them, they can be found at diyconspiracy.net. -—Kayla Greet 
(Giz c/o Cira, 50 Rue Consolat, 13001, Marseille, France) 
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—Michael T. Fournier 


A huge project masterfully conceived 
and executed. 





its varied ‘and more than occasionally out-there forms. In all, Maggot 
Brain’s curation and energy puts it up there with great glossy zines 
of yore like Motorbooty and Grand Royal—no small praise. Get it if 
you can! —Michael T. Fournier (c/o Third Man, 441 W. Canfield St., 
Detroit, MI 48201) 


NO ROMANCE IN HELL, $5, 6” x 9”, copied, 24 pgs. 

After being cock blocked in hell, a fed-up demon woman takes an elevator 
up to the surface to look for some affection. She mostly runs across 
standard douchey men with usual trope-y lines and attitudes; she sets them 
ablaze with her eyes. This comic is full of debauchery, sin, dick pics, and 
the aforementioned smoldering corpses. But there is a lesson to be learned, 
I promise. There are some really solid black and white artwork in here and 
it’s def’ worth checking out. Rick V. (Hyena Hell, silversprocket.com) 


NOT LIKE YOU #3, $1, 8%” x 5%”, copied, 38 pgs. 

This is a photo zine of pictures of bands including H2O, Agent Orange, 
Ignite, Youth Of Today, and Suicidal Tendencies. But these aren’t pictures 
of the acts in their prime. These are all from more recent times. In 
addition, there are photos of bands I’ve never heard of such as Fastplants, 
Stale Phish, and Project Sellout. Sure, some of the photos are cool, but 
it would’ve been nice to read some background with each of the photos, 
such as where they were taken and why the photographer included them. 
As it stands, it doesn’t really stick out beyond any of the other photo 
zines I’ve seen. —Kurt Morris (Not Like You Zine, 102 Richmond Dr. SE, 
Albuquerque, NM 87106) 


NXOEED #1, $6, 8 2” x 7”, copied, 32 pgs. 

Matt Thompson from the always crucial Fluke fanzine has branched out 
into publishing other people’s stuff. This first issue of Nxoeed focuses 
on the artist of the same name, whose stuff I know a little bit from back 
issues of Fluke. Nxoeed has an instantly recognizable style, somewhere 


—Buddha | COMETBUS #59 


PEP TALKS FOR BROKEN PEOPLE, 

$10, 8%” x 5 %”, perfect bound, 80 pgs. 

Eighty pages of beautiful, earnest, quirky drawings and poems in this 
behemoth of a zine. The images and words are interspersed, making this— 
as it says on the cover—comix poetry, a largely (I think) underexplored 
medium. The beauty of comics as a medium is to have the power of both 
the word and the image at your disposal, and both are used well here. 
This collection celebrates the small things: a pitcher of iced tea in the 
summertime, a glimpse of nature in the city, but it just as well celebrates the 
huge things: a black hole the size of a parallel universe. There are images 
in Pep Talks for Broken People \'d like to pull out and tape to my wall. 
With just enough whimsy not to be sad, and just enough sadness not to be 
superficial, the worlds Meissner builds are intricate and fun and ultimately 
compelling. I think my favorite in the collection is “Affirmations By 14 
Yr Olds,” because who the hell else should be writing affirmations? Pick 
this up for a pick-me-up that doesn’t tell you everything’s gonna be okay. 
jimmy cooper (Caits Meissner, 690 Fort Washington Ave. # 2H, New 
York, NY 10040, caitlin.meissner@gmail.com,) 


PETROLEUM SPIRIT DAZE, 

$5, 5%” x 8%”, risograph-printed pages, 16 pgs. 

This is a fun Halloween haunt comic starring a younger Plus Man from 
Ben Sears’s steampunk and Aardman animation-inspired Double+ series. 
Goggled Plus Man and cohort Basil are driving a big rig through the 
night. They stop in the spooky town of Oakleaf, which is full of costumed 
mummies, witches, Frankensteins, and Draculas. Everyone is gathered for 
a big Halloween festival but there is something eerie going on behind 
the scenes. Many of the panels are so chock full of ghouls that you may 
find yourself searching for a Waldo cameo. I’m a sucker for Ben Sears’s 
blocky-yet-round artwork and a bigger sucker for Halloween-related stuff. 
This lil’ spooky tale is for anybody who shares my aesthetic. —Rick V. 
(Ben Sears, bensears.bigcartel.com) 
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RAZORBLADES AND ASPIRIN #8, 

$10, 8%” x 11”, full color glossy, 80 pgs. 

Jesus Christ, this is insane. Mike Thorn is a frigging wildman. This is 
a serious undertaking: a perfect bound, full-color photography magazine 
with dozens of incredible photographs of punk bands well known and not? 
It’s bonkers. Also includes roughly 180 record reviews and interviews 
with other photographers, record labels Radio Raheem and 11 PM, Mark 
McCoy, Integrity, Dropdead, and more. Tons of ads, a truly fantastic 
layout, and photography of a quality I rarely come across. This is just shy 
of masterful, honestly. I can’t imagine the work that went into it. Really 
great. Keith Rosson (M. Thorn, PO Box 23173, Richmond, VA 23223) 


RESSURWRECKAGE, $3, 512” x 4 4”, copied, 32 pgs. 
Ressurwreckage is first and foremost a meditation on pain. It is also the 
narrative of how Marina became a ghost, not by way of dying but by 





This zine talks about Eff’s sexual assault via its resonance with the 
“allegations” against William Francis/Control (allegations: because 
there are over two hundred pages of proof, but no charge), and it is 
powerful. The personal is never just the personal. A musician’s personal 
life is not just their personal life: it is what we, as fans, are willing to 
allow for the sake of entertainment. What this zine illustrates is just how 
many get away, and how little social clout is needed to make that happen. 
It isn’t just about one survivor, though, it’s about watching the world 
around you not care that you’ve survived. It’s about watching fans of a 
band dismiss abject violence simply because of admiration, and about 
watching people you thought were your friends—say, the people around 
you in the scene—prove time and time again that that is absolutely not 
the case. This is a draining read, but the lesson is what | think is the most 
important one folks involved in music need to learn, and now: “If we 
want abusers and rapists out of the scene, it needs to be an all-in affair.” 
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—Keith Rosson | RAZORBLADES AND ASPIRIN #8 





way of trauma and its long-terms repercussions. It is also a testament 
to the bands that save us, or at the very least keep us here, employing 
emo aesthetics and lyrics to set the ambience, as it were, for the reader. I 
won’t cut corners and say this zine isn’t heartbreaking or at the very least 
upsetting (huge trigger warnings for rape and self-harms), and I won’t 
say “it’s emo, but—” that’s a cop-out. It’s emo and it’s important: it gets 
to the heart of what it means to survive terrible things—and to be in pain 
and maybe keep being in pain forever—but to keep being nonetheless. 
—jimmy cooper (Marina Graves, crapandemic.storenvy.com) 


SOMETHING FOR NOTHING, 

two stamps, 52” x 82”, copied, 28 pgs. 

Something for Nothing opens with a short meditation on the “balance 
between faith and art” (that is, what business a Christian has in punk, and 
his feelings about that business), and the rest of it is reviews, as seems 
to be the SFN M.O. I like the longform review style, digging into each 
band’s discography regardless of chronological relevance or even whether 
or not the band at hand is even together. This guy knows his stuff; that 
much is clear. No beverage reviews this time, so if that’s what you were 
hangin’ on for, this issue isn’t for you. However, if you dig One Blood, 
The Yah Mos, or Econochrist, or if you dig none of these bands but want 
and in-depth lowdown on their work, it is. jimmy cooper (Something For 
Nothing, PO Box 226, Massillon, OH 44648, idysfn@gmail.com) 


TATTOO PUNK FANZINE, Volume 3, 

$15, 8%” x 11”, glossy color, 56 pgs. 

An absolute celebration of all things related to tattoos and punk as they 
intersect, and I don’t need to tell you that they intersect. I love tattoos 
and I love tattoo stories, and... what more can I say? Oh yeah, this is 
lovingly cut-and-pasted and in full-color, and unlike most mainstream 
tattoo magazines I come upon, full of heart—truly a love letter to tattooing 
and being tattooed. This issue also includes the story of Harley Flanagan’s 
chest tattoo, “one of the most iconic tattoos of the ’80s,” which is pretty 
cool, well-told, and makes me feel like I need to brush up on my iconic 
tattoo history. jimmy cooper (tattoopunkfanzine.com) 


TEAR THE PETALS OFF OF YOU, $4.50, 5%2”x 4%”, copied, 56 pgs. 

“By refusing to take a hard stance against abusers you’re enabling them.” 
For the people who still aren’t getting it: “BY REFUSING TO TAKE A 
HARD STANCE AGAINST ABUSERS, YOU’RE ENABLING THEM.” 
I don’t care how good the new record is, I don’t care how nice he’s always 
been to you, I don’t care if he always seemed cool with his girlfriends 
around you, or fucking whatever, you believe victims, every time, and 
you ostracize (at the very least, ostracize) abusers or you’re complicit. 


Those patches that say “KILL YOUR LOCAL RAPIST” are no joke. It’s 
about goddamn time we started to do better. —jimmy cooper (Julia Eff, 
crapandemic.storenvy.com) 


TRUST #199, €3.50, offset, 8” x 114”, 64 pgs. 

The German-language publication Trust is one of the longest-running 
zines in the world, having recently celebrated their 200th issue with a big 
fest in February of 2020. I don’t speak German, so I can’t read it, except 
for one English-language review of the Akashic Fugazi book redux. 
Laid out beautifully like Razorcake, it’s packed with columns, articles, 
comics, and reviews. Notably, many of the records discussed don’t have 
North American distribution. This issue’s contents include coverage of 
Flipper, The Coathangers, the bourgeoning German political party known 
as the Party of Humanists, and much more. Major congrats are in order 
for reaching two hundred issues! —Art Ettinger (Trust, Postfach 11 07 62, 
28087 Bremen, Germany) 


THE WONDER OF IT ALL, 

#2, $3 or trade, 512” x 842”, inkjet on newsprint, 16 pgs. 

A bunch of personal essays: Angus ruminates on failure, drinking, writing 
an essay about Chaucer while on acid. Not quite a concept zine, but 
enough threads between essays to form a system of gossamer connections. 
Interesting stuff. - Michael T. Fournier (21a Buckingham Rd., London, 
E151SW, United Kingdom) 


XEROXOGRAPHY DEBT #47, $6, 542” x 8%”, copied, 60 pgs. 

I mean, what is there to say? It’s a zine entirely dedicated to zine reviews! 
It’s such a niche thing at this point that the specificity itself is beautiful, 
you know? Thoughtful, detailed zine reviews and short columns from zine 
folks, many of whom have been doing this whole fanzine thing for forever. 
It’s such a labor of love, with great layout and tons of care put in—just 
gathering all the ordering information from some of these weird-ass zines 
must take a Herculean effort at times. If you want a hands-on example 
of the happenings of the current zine world, here you go. —Keith Rosson 
(Davida Gypsy Breier, PO Box 347, Glen Arm, MD 21057) 
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DARK CLOUDS / GET DOWN: 


LUCY AND THE RATS - Dark Clouds 7” 
London's power pop sensation’s first single 
from their upcoming 2nd album. Lucy Ellis 
(ex-Spazzys) surely didn’t lose her knack 
Clee u Mem ile seer tm miele SAL 
It's like The Ronettes dating the Real Kids! 
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Second album by Holland's finest indie 
PHS alee ce vst ee 
Accelerators and Bat Bites. 

For fans of the Thermals, Superchunk, 
Menzingers and The Marked Men. 


MIKEY ERG - Bon Voyage 7” EP 
Following up his brilliant album ‘Waxbuilt 
Castles’ on Don Giovanni Records, here's 

Mikey’s new 4-song EP, chock-full of 
classic pop punk. Consider it his tribute to 

the genre and the 7” EP format! 


LOCAL DRAGS 


LOCAL DRAGS 
The Boys Are Still In Town 7” EP 


Four melancholic songs by one of the best 


power pop bands of Springfield, IL 


MOTs elem Beta (aCe <-lMmritTel aia ofa toM 9s) 


pop song you've heard all year! 


Arti ate eet ete Meet 


www.stardumbrecords.com 
Distributed in the US by the good folks of trafficent.com 


THE COPYRIGHTS/KEP! GHOULIE 
Observation Wagon 7 
MIMIC encom Tne 


together with Kevin $ 
some bonus punk rock celebrity right there! 


EVEN IN BLACKOUTS 
Romantico! LP & CD 
Their first new album in a decade! Edgy 
and catchy, like Violent Femmes with a 
female vocalist. Featuring John Jughead, 
founding member of Screeching Weasel 
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THE BROWN CUTS NEIGHBORS 
squeeze out another twinkle [i 


PALIN 
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psych noise prog punk electronic label 
0:4) + comics/music/zines shop 


Brown Cuts Neighbors reissues 


THE PINKERTON THUGS 
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END OF AN ERA 








All I Ever Wanted 
By Kathy Valentine, 273 pgs. 

Throughout A// I Ever Wanted, Kathy Valentine is running. She’s raised 
by a single teenage mom without a strong sense of boundaries, drinks and 
smokes, gets messed up with much older men, and falls in love with playing 
guitar. She starts The Violators—among Austin’s first punk bands—and 
moves to Los Angeles to make it big. She finds fate in the bathroom of the 
Whisky A Go Go on Christmas night 1980: Charlotte Caffey from the Go- 
Go’s comes out of a stall and tells Kathy that the band needs a fill-in bass 
player for a string of shows. Does she want to audition? 


their devotion to such a mediocre talented crew seems to border on cult- 
like. That said, I can’t help but see similarities between their subculture 
and that of punk. 

So does our very own Razorcake contributor Craven Rock. His deep 
dive into the Juggalo community was first published in 2013; this is the 
second edition. Craven has a fascination with the Juggalos to the point 
where he went to their annual festival, the Gathering of the Juggalos, in 
2010. That year the fest was held in rural Southern Illinois, with 20,000 
attendees. (He attended the fest with his friend, Damon Thompson, whose 
illustrations fill the book.) It’s somewhat akin to a county fair, with food 
vendors and rides, but it is primarily attended because of the many acts 
performing, almost exclusively comprised of those on Psychopathic 
Records, the label that ICP runs. Oh, and Ron Jeremy, the porn actor, was 
there, too, as was right-wing Playboy model, Tila Tequila. 

Once there, the two of them observe and indulge in the community. 
They spend a lot of their time at the drug bridge, which is what it sounds 
like: a bridge where one can buy all kinds of drugs. Alternately, you can 
also exchange other goods or services for them, too. Much time is spent at 
Hepatitis Lake, a small, artificially-made body of water that helps to cool 
off attendees. This is especially key as the week the Gathering was held, 
the heat index was well over a hundred degrees. 

Craven’s book does a good job of giving the uninitiated an understanding 
of the background of ICP and the Juggalo community. Interspersed with 
stories of his experiences at the Gathering are explanations of Juggalos’ 
dress, why they act like they do, some of their terminology, and their 
spiritual beliefs. Although some of it can be stilted at times, none of it is 
written in as dry of a manner as I make it sound. 

While I appreciate Craven’s first-hand, deep dive, I felt there were 
some additional steps he could’ve taken to add more to the book. Primarily, 
I would’ve liked to see him get more interactions with attendees as well as 
some of the performers. It seems as though it might’ve been possible had 
it not been so hot and had Craven not been so drunk or high for all the fest. 
That’s the hazards of the job, I guess. Still, for what it’s worth, I sat down 
to read this one night thinking I would read a few pages and go to bed 


The Go-Go’s became the first all-woman 
band to chart a number one album. 


The answer, of course, is yes. And the running continues: The Go-Go’s 
sign to indie label IRS, tour their debut album Beauty and the Beat, and 
become the first all-woman band to chart a number one album. The ride 
is great for Kathy, at least initially. She tours the world, plays shows to 
adoring fans, and gets massively fucked up on a regular basis. The latter is 
source of tension throughout A// J Ever Wanted: Valentine spares no detail 
in discussing her upbringing, writing in graphic and heartbreaking fashion 
about her mom flying her to California for an abortion at age twelve, about 
the non-relationship with her dad. Despite all the success she has in the 
band, Valentine is in obvious pain and denial because of her past and bad 
habits. After the band’s initial success, the inevitable decline comes, with 
clashes of egos and lack of sales, leaving Valentine to try, unsuccessfully, 
to duplicate her past successes on her own. 

The narrative arc for rock bios tends to follow one of a few 
trajectories. Dedicated fans of the genre won’t notice much deviance 
from the norm in this way. What they will notice is the artful way in 
which Valentine flips the script: she’s running. But it turns out that 
she’s not running from something, but towards something. Specifically, 
towards recovery. The honesty and bravery that permeate A// J Ever 
Wanted transcend genre conventions of normal rock bios. It’s a hell of 
a debut, and a harbinger of greatness to come. —Michael T. Fournier 
(University of Texas Press, utexaspress.com) 


Juggalo Country 
By Craven Rock, 223 pgs. 


I have made my share of jokes about Juggalos, the fans of the rap 
duo, Insane Clown Posse, and their associated horrorcore rap acts. I don’t 
understand why so much of Juggalo style seems trapped in the ’90s and 


—Michael T. Fournier | A// J Ever Wanted 


early, but instead stayed up past my bedtime and read the whole thing. A 
fascinating, intriguing read. —Kurt Morris (Microcosm, 2752 N. Williams 
Ave., Portland, OR 97227) 


Mutations 
By Sam McPheeters, 265 pgs. 

Sam McPheeters, of course, was the singer of Born Against, Men’s 
Recovery Project, and Wrangler Brutes. He’s also a hell of a writer: his 
columns graced the pages of the dearly departed Punk Planet for years; I 
dug his two novels The Loom of Ruin and Exploded View. In Mutations, 
Sam is back with a collection of essays on all things punk rock: his 
seminal expository piece on the artist formerly known as Doc Corbin 
Dart of the Crucifucks; pieces on the death of a record pressing plant, 
being an extra in a video shot at The Smell, and, of course, bands: Die 
Kreuzen, Casual Dots, and No Trend grace the pages of Mutations. So 
does the single best essay on SSD I’ve ever read. (Granted, that particular 
pool isn’t very deep, but still.) 

Sam is a talented writer and takes these essays into unexpected, 
often hilarious places, making this one a joy to read. But there’s more to 
Mutations than straight music writing. It’s a reckoning. As the frontman 
of an admittedly opinionated series of bands, McPheeters made brash, 
often misguided stands, both live and in print. As he ruminates on the 
many tendrils of the punk scene, Sam works through all the stands 
he took, explaining as best he could how and why he came to the 
tentative conclusions he did. The unexpected rumination adds another 
layer to Mutations, pushing it from good to great. Highly entertaining 
and viciously intelligent throughout. —Michael T. Fournier (Rare Bird, 
rarebirdbooks.com) 
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COMING SOON, BUT NOT TOO SOON! 





My War 
By Kurt Morris, 130 pgs. 

Mental illness bears a crushing social stigma in our society, even 
within the supposedly open-minded underground/punk scene. In contrast, 
Black Flag’s My War album brandishes the ugliness and desperation 
of mental illness like a knife in the listeners face, leaving no option for 
escape. With the same brutal honesty, author Kurt Morris (any relation 
to Keith?) dissects the dark and deranged lyrics (and music) of the Black 
Flag album and uses them to mirror his own struggles with mental illness, 
helping to derail the commonly associated taboos. 

While lauding the fearless sincerity of the lyrics on Black Flag’s album, 
Morris uses the same tell-all policy to share his stories of mental health 
emergencies, some of which could be considered candid. The author’s story 


in a fundamentalist Christian cult that left him with a predisposition for fear 
of god, demons, and hell. Horror was how he took agency of some of that 
fear. His deconstructions of horror film interweave these personal stories all 
the way up to when he’s in his early twenties, just out of the military and 
drifting from town to town, feeling aimless and disconnected from humanity, 
unsure of what he wanted to do. This brought him to a small town and a 
mom and pop video store run by true film fans. Striking up a conversation 
with the owners rekindled his passion for horror and, finally, led him to his 
current entrenchment in the horror community, his ultimate redemption. His 
enthusiasm never waned. He started going to horror cons and making friends, 
which made him start podcasting (Hellbent for Horror), and then he began 
writing this book. All this is not to say that Screaming is a thinly disguised 
memoir, it’s above all, a film theory book. It just has a very personal tone. 


Kurt Morris does a fantastic job of capturing emotional 
turmoil without making the reader feel like they've been 


pinned in a corner by a totally insane muscleman. 


of an emotional breakdown following a failed attempt at communicating 
his feelings to his friends by playing them a song by “emo-hardcore” band 
Boy Sets Fire is shared with the same gravity as the story ending with 
blood-soaked floors. Morris’s tales toggle between serious mental illness 
and what might seem like standard teenage depression (that’s mid-thirties 
depression in “punk time”), making them easily relatable. 

The nine chapters of Morris’s book correspond in sequence to the 
songs on the album. Lyrics and analysis of each song, including some 
quotes from the band members, are followed by a story from Morris’s 
life that he ties in with the lyrics. Yes, I was expecting more of a direct 
link between the album content and mental illness, but the author does 
a fantastic job of capturing the same emotional turmoil without making 
the reader feel like they’ve been pinned in a corner by a totally insane 
muscleman bearing more than a passing resemblance to a buff Charles 
Manson on a violent LSD freak-out. Additionally, this is the second book 
I’ve reviewed in the last year in which the author mentions unlimited 
breadsticks at Olive Garden. 

In the pilot episode of The Sopranos, the protagonist/anti-hero, Tony 
Soprano, tries to convince his new psychiatrist that he doesn’t need help: 
“Could I be happier? Yeah. Yeah. Who couldn’t?” This kind of dismissal 
of mental health issues (even within ourselves) is the prevalent attitude in 
our society and in our subculture. This is where Morris’s work in My War 
really stands out: by using the backdrop of the Black Flag album and by 
telling stories that are both familiar and relatable, Morris reminds us that 
mental illness is a problem faced by many of our friends, our loved ones, 
and ourselves. 

The true beauty of some of the best rock’n’roll albums, albums like My 
War, is that they become our secret friends—friends that we can relate to on 
some level when we can’t talk to those around us about how we feel without 
fearing some level of shame or rejection. —Buddha (kurtmorris.net/mywar) 


Screaming for Pleasure: How Horror Makes You Happy and Healthy 
By S.A. Bradley, 266 pgs. 

A long time ago, I had the wild notion to do a zine about horror 
movies. I decided to do a lot of research rather than just jumping right 
in. So, I read a few film books and they just about killed me. They all had 
that maddeningly dry and stultifying grad school tone. That sort of ivory 
tower horseshit ruins both film and criticism. For a while it ruined me... for 
horror, anyway. If I’d read Screaming for Pleasure rather than titles like 
Tensions of the Eye: A Critical Analysis of Horror Filmography and The 
Landscape of Fear, maybe | would’ve finished that zine. S.A. Bradley’s 
bug-eyed and fanatical approach to horror was what I was.looking for. 
Bradley writes with the fervor of a fan but is also erudite and compelling. 
He gets at the psychology of horror not by using the biggest words possible 
to describe how every camera angle is a phallus. Instead, he relates horror 
to his own life. 

The first chapter deals with what he calls the “First Kiss,” the movie that 
“hooks” you into “a lifetime of getting scared.” For Bradley, it was 1973’s 
Dont Look Now, a childhood experience he calls “scary, overwhelming, and 
thoroughly exhilarating.” Bradley was drawn to horror because he was raised 


—Buddha | My War 


I love writing that’s full of zeal and joy at paying dues to whatever dorky 
thing gives your life meaning, the kind of writing where you don’t even have to 
be into what they’re writing about, you just dig the earnestness and dedication 
that comes off the page. Screaming is that kind read. —Craven Rock (Coal 
Cracker Press, PMB 800, Ste. A, 1250 Fairmont Dr., San Leandro, CA 94578) 


The Summer Mitch Started Selling His Prescription 

By Tyler Haag, 29 pgs. 

Short collection of mostly short poems about the trials and tribulations of city 
life, being a guy who likes girls, and having feelings. These poems are written 
in that vogue all-lowercase all-affect barebones style that’s been popular for a 
minute now but rupi kaur really brought to the mainstream, but these have more 
atmosphere to them than is typical of that style. The images invoked are the 
strong suit here—images of a life, particular and romantic as a poem should 
be, about the places it loves. The characters are bold caricatures: snapshots of 
presumably real people in the moment when Haag saw them—nothing less, 
nothing more—which lends them credibility in the scenes they inhabit. No 
posturing here about the world or the state of things, just a guy and his IPAs and 
his notebooks piling up in the garage. This would be a good book to give to your 
ex-boyfriend ifhe likes to talk about “getting really fucked up that one time” or 
“Bukowski.” This would be a good book to read for yourself if you like “poems 
that invoke the movie Say Anything” or “girls in Calvin Klein briefs.” Available 
only on Amazon or by email. —jimmy cooper (tylerhaagwrites@gmail.com) 


Whiteout Conditions 
By Tariq Shah, 115 pgs. 

The website of Chicago TV station WGN has an article with the headline 
“Where do the Chicago suburbs actually end? It’s complicated.” Whiteout 
Conditions is set mainly in a town (city?) that is probably technically a 
Chicago suburb (exurb?), but is very much its own town. (Chicago itself has 
always seemed to me like a mean small town writ huge.) 

The book is about a guy who returns for a funeral, spending most of 
his time with an old friend with whom he shares complicated feelings. I’m 
from a small Midwestern city and recognized both of these guys, their 
conversations and their flare-ups of hostility, as well as the winter weather, 
which isn’t often the weather in fiction. 

Shah keeps the cause of the deceased’s death a secret for awhile. But 
as I write this, a week before the book’s March 17 release date, the nation 
has only started to accept the intractability of the coronavirus, and a 115- 
page work of fiction is going to struggle to gain anyone’s attention, and so 
I’m going to chance that Shah wouldn’t object to the SPOILER of telling 
you that the deceased was a teenage kid who was mauled to death by a pit 
bull—in fact, let’s add some keywords to attract search-engine searches: 
“books about pit bulls,” “stories about pit bulls”—and if, like me, you’ve 
ever been attacked in public by an unleashed dog (not a pit bull) and had 
to make peace with the attack, or if you’ve been the owner of such a dog, 
Whiteout Conditions gives you something to think about. 

(I won’t linger on the dearth of attentive editing/proofing, except to say 
that we jarringly learn what one of the character’s nickname was in an 
earlier draft.) —Jim Woster (Two Dollar Radio, twodollarradio.com) 
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Pick it Up! Ska in the 90s: Blu ray 
Directed by Taylor Morden 

I can already hear everybody groaning. Yes, ’90s ska is something 
everybody at one point liked and then felt immediately embarrassed about. 
Or always hated it with a passion and wanted nothing to do with it. As 
someone in the documentary states, ska was tainted by a bunch of dumb 
white guys from California. 

Pick It Up briefly goes over ska’s Jamaican beginnings (watch 
Rudeboy: The Story of Trojan Records if you want that story), how it became 
more punk, how it hit the mainstream, and how it became a dirty word. It 
features pleasant interviews from Christian Jacobs (MC Bat Commander), 
Leanor Ortega (Five Iron Frenzy), Mike Park (Skankin’ Pickle, Asian Man 
Records), and various members of notable ska bands I’m not mentioning 
because the list is too long. Basically, if you think of a ska band from 
1988-2005, one living member was interviewed. The shining star of the 
interviews is Aaron Barrett, singer for Reel Big Fish. Even if you can’t 


stand Reel Big Fish, you will like this guy. He’s got charm and a very self- 
reflective sense of humor. You cherish every moment he’s on screen. He 
has a couple of “man on the street” segments that are also very funny. 
Most of the interviews reflect on what a ridiculous and silly time it was 
being in a ska band in that era. Can you imagine sharing a tour van, splitting 
meals, and finding a place to stay with six to eight other people in your 
band? You can assume that most of the ska bands were just trying to make it 


- Some would argue this documentary 
_ should be packed with all those ska 


| bands and shot into the sun. 


big, but a hardy chunk of them felt it was important to their DIY ethos and 
continued to play all-age shows. But some other ska bands lost touch with 
ska’s original political overtones in favor of songs about food and girls. 

Again, some would argue why this is an unnecessary documentary or 
should be packed with all those ska bands and shot into the sun. But the 
only unnecessary part of the documentary is the Tim Armstrong narration. 
But fortunately, you only have to hear a lot of it during a very good 
animated sequence by Sarah Schmidt about the history of ska. 

The Blu Ray features some nice extended interviews with Angelo 
Moore from Fishbone and Elyse Rogers from the Dance Hall Crashers. 
You also get a tour of the Aquabats wild ass offices and the Asian Man 
Records offices (garage). 

This documentary is solid even if you aren’t a fan of ska. I don’t 
think much of ‘90s ska but I found myself writing down names 
of bands | either overlooked or wrote off as bad. So watch it, 
and try not to cringe too hard at any of the ska puns. —Rick V. & 
(Pop Motion Pictures, skamovie.com) 








NEW: 
DRILING FOR BLASTING 
“FINGERS ARE THE BEST EYES” LP/CD 
BLUES-LADEN, MATHY PUNK ROCK FROM CHICAGO 


SUB DIO 
“SELF TITLED” DEMO TAPE 
RAGING EAST BAY PUNK ROCK 
EX THE GHOST, GREAT APES, OLEHOLE, 
QUEST FOR QUINTANAROO, BURIAL YEAR 


RECENT: 
THE ERADICATOR “THE COURT'S CLOSED OM CHRISTMAS” 12"/CD 
APOCALYPSE HOBOKEN “EVERYBODY'S BEEN BURNED” LP 
88 FINGERS LOUIE "GET OFF MY LAWN" 7" 


UPCOMING: 
SHOT BAKER “CRACK IN THE CODE" CDEP 
REBEL SPIES / STILL ALIVE SPLIT LP/CD 


UNDERGROUND COMMUNIQUE RECORDS 
BUY STUFF AT: 
UNDERCOMM.BANDCAMP.COM 
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I guess. Nah, I was better off just ordering 
the records.” 

Daryl: And didn’t one of the ladies in town 
go on Geraldo? 

Brontez: Oh yeah, totally! There was this 
woman who lived over by my grandmother— 
which is kinda like this adjacent cotton field 
situation—she’d written a book and she 
was on Geraldo with her daughter. And 
speaking of unreliable narrators that are 
actually reliable, I thought I had made this 
shit up because my mom didn’t know what 





BRONTEZ AND JANELLE AT 


PARTY Tosh CRUISING DIARIES RELEASE 


-GO! RECORDS, OAKLAND, 2 
PHOTOGRAPHER UNKNOWN 


the fuck I was talking about the first four 
times I brought it up. [laughs] But then I told 
my aunt about it and my aunt was like, “Oh 
yeah, we used to rent to that woman. I know 
who you’re talking about.” And I was like, 
“Finally! God!” She was the first person I 
knew who had ever written a book. I had 
to have been eight or nine or something. 
I definitely remember her; I just don’t 
remember her fucking name. 

Daryl: Lady, if you’re out there and you’re 
reading this, drop Brontez a line. 
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